Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 





FIOM THE FUND OP 

CHARLES MINOT 

CLASS OP 1838 



4 




'■Auf f". 



.LIFE AND LETTERS 



JOSEPH SEVERN 



// 



WILLIAM SHARP 




Smru-i rttallnliei in tid up ^ Km 



LONDON 
SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON & COMPANY 

LIMITED 

it' Bun4tHtf< KauA 
Fettbr Lanb, Fleet Street, E.C. 



■0 



^Hi'l 



5 






lAY :n 1892 ! 




•- ( * i - '.. 



'J 'i 



TO 

WALTEE SEVEEN and AETHUE SEVEEN 

THE DISTINGUISHED SONS OF 

A DISTINGUISHED FATHER: 

INHERITORS OF A NAME IMMORTALLY ASSOCIATED WITH THAT OF 

ONE OF THE GREATEST OF ENGLISH POETS, 

THESE MEMOIRS ARE INSCRIBED. 



PREFACE. 



Several years have elapsed since the Severn MSS. con- 
sisting of a great mass of letters, journals, reminiscences, 
and fragmentary records, were placed in the hands of the 
present writer to be edited at his discretion. One or two 
editorial considerations, as well as other equally potent 
causes beyond his control, necessitated delay after delay ; 
but it will sufBce to say now, that in the main the original 
procrastination was due to the constantly recurring dis- 
covery of much relative matter (chiefly correspondence) 
which could not be overlooked, and also to the need, on 
many points, of diflScult inquiries and careful investigation. 
The book was practically finished, in Home, by the winter 
of 1890-91, but since then it has been wholly re-written. 
The original project was that the Memoirs should be issued 
in two large volumes, the first of which would practically 
justify the title * Keats and his Circle,' while the second 
would for the most part be occupied with Severn's middle 
period in London (1840 to 1860), his consular life (1861 to 
1870) in Rome, and his last years in that city (1871 to 
1879). But ultimately it was decided that this biographical 
scheme should be abandoned in favour of a more concise 
record. Of course, there is loss of a kind. A mass of 
correspondence of considerable interest has had to be 
wholly disregarded, and records and diaries covering many 
years have had to be condensed into even fewer pages. On 
the other hand there is the gain involved in the exclusion 
of much that would, in all probability, interest only a few 
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Memoirs in great part a record, in the first place of Severn's 
youthful life, and his early intimacy with Eeats; in the 
second, of the whole episode of Keats and Severn in Italy, 
with, to repeat a useful titular phrase, all interesting new 
correspondence and often matter concerning * Keats and 
his Circle ; * and, finally, of the last five-and-fifty years of 
his long life, a life coloured and even directed from the 
outset to the close by the abiding influence of the poet. 
Naturally, again, with this biographical scheme, it was 
thought best, at the expense of any arbitrary considerations 
of proportion, to educe from the available new material as 
much as possible relative to Severn's early years, friendship 
with, and subsequent correspondence concerning Keats ; to 
deal much more succinctly with the doings, experiences, 
and correspondence of Severn and his wide circle of dis- 
tinguished friends, during the middle period of his life 
(1830 till 1860) ; and to concentrate, within the extreme 
practical limits, the record of what he justly viewed as the 
eventful and interesting period of close upon twenty years 
posterior to his return to Bome in 1861. Indeed, necessity 
as well as judgment demanded the condensation of the 
correspondence, and above all the minutely detailed and 
uninterrupted diaries from 1860 onward ; for the alternative 
was a record so ample that the fundamental scheme of the 
Memoirs would be destroyed. 

The only rival of Severn, in the minds of those who 
revere the genius of Keats, is Charles Armitage Brown. 
As many letters and part-letters by him have been quoted 
as was found practicable ; a volume might easily be written 
from the Brown-material alone. But, at any rate, even the 
Keats-student will, in the following pages, gain a fuller 
knowledge of Charles Armitage Brown's life and personality 
than hitherto has been possible. The prevalent impression 
seems to be that Brown was merely a man of independent 
means and literary tastes; but he was, in truth, and of 
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necessity, much more a professional man of letters than 
were most of the minor members of the Keats-circle, 
certainly not less, for instance, than was John Hamilton 
Reynolds, though Eeynolds had a finer native talent and a 
more distinctiye expression. Brown's letters extend from 
the days of his trip to Scotland with Keats to the year of 
his death in New Zealand. They contain ample eyidence 
that he was at once a shrewd man of the world and an 
impulsive enthusiast, loyal and unselfish in his affections, 
bitter and often unreasonable in his dislikes, at all times 
ready to resent an affront, real or imaginary, or to smoke 
the pipe of peace whether as forgiver or as the forgiven. 
But with all his hot head and warm heart he was an 
excellent counsellor for others, and no one of his friends 
benefited more by his good sense, discretion, and in- 
telligent sympathy, than did Joseph Severn. Of his 
writings nothing has survived, save his share in the 
tragedy of Otho^ his ingenious and painstaking volume on 
Shakespeare's life and genius, and, in another sense, that 
MS. Memoir of Keats which is re-embodied in Lord 
Houghton's * Life ' of the poet. His early productions are 
valueless, and even the humour of his comic opera 
Narensky, is of that broad farcical kind which sounds so 
flat to our ears. Some of his tales, and more particularly 
his miscellaneous descriptive and critical pa[>ers, are credit* 
able performances, and as a, translator he is at once 
sympathetic and able. It was a strong wish of his at one 
time to rendei the whole of Goldoni's comedies into 
English, and among his posthumous papers were many 
translations, and a long and exhaustive critical study of the 
Venetian dramatist. In his latter days in New Zealand he 
often talked of writing his reminiscences, not only a more 
detailed record of Keats, but of all the men of letters, 
artists, and other interesting people whom he had known. 
As lie was a good raconteury and a shepherd of all the 
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vagrant amusing stories of his day, it is a pity that he 
postponed his work till too late. Every one who knew him 
delighted in his company. Eeats, as we know, rejoiced at a 
letter from the friend whom, in well-known lines, he once 
parodied as "a melancholy carla" Bailey, Reynolds, 
Haslam, had a high opinion of him, and he was esteemed 
by Byron and Leigh J3unt and Samuel Rogers. There is 
much in his letters that would no longer be of interest, 
somewhat that is of too personal or private a nature to 
be disengaged from the gossip of a bygone day, and occa- 
sionally passages in that broader humour which has ceased 
to please ; but in the main they are the letters of a gentle- 
man and a good fellow, of a scholar and of a man of 
quick sympathies and native insight. His indomitable 
energy of mind and body (though not as a * Russia 
merchant,* retired or otherwise — for Brown's youthful ex- 
periences in commerce were of the briefest, and consisted 
chiefly in winding up the business which his father and 
elder brother had suffered to decay) — this indomitable 
energy was, no doubt, part secret of his power to refresh and 
stimulate those whom he encountered as friends ; a faculty 
he had in no common degree, as Severn, who himself 
possessed this happy gift, has emphatically and again and 
again testified. 

Certain words of the latter may fitly be quoted here, 
applicable as they are to the person who uttered them as 
well as to Charles Brown : — " One of the best fellows who 
ever lived ; a creditable writer [painter] ; a natural wit ; a 
man of the world in the best sense ; and possessed with a 
happy genius for friendship.'* 

It has been no easy task to select from the vast mass of 
Severn's correspondence (and from his earliest days in Rome 
he was a great letter-writer, though ever an irregular corre- 
spondent) those letters and part-letters which seemed to bear 
most directly on the matter in hand. No doubt much has 
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been omitted which, were it included, would interest many 
readers ; on the other hand, it was obviously impossible to 
satisfy all in this respect, and the MS. material was sifted 
over and over to the end that no useful sidelights should be 
lost, no really valuable matter be overlooked. Severn kept 
most of the letters which were addressed to him, even when 
these were mere notes of no other interest than that of the 
moment; and frequently he preserved the first drafts or 
later copies of the epistles which he himself sent. 

His biographer has, of course, primarily been indebted to 
the great quantity of MSS. — letters to and from Severn 
during a period of nearly sixty years ; reminiscences, frag- 
mentary, and more complete, written at different times in 
his life; and many volimies of scrupulously explicit 
journals — placed in his hands by Mr, Walter Severn. 
Thereafter he has to express his obligations to ilr. Charles 
Severn, Joseph's younger brother, for much interesting 
information of a personal nature, and again to him and to 
Mr. Rayner Storr for their joint courtesy and assistance in 
entrusting him with a large quantity of Severn's home- 
letters for examination, excerption, or quotation. There 
are so many persons to thank for all manner of aid that 
it is best to make no attempt to specify each generous 
collaborator ; but sincere acknowledgments are in particular 
due to the friends and strangers, not only in this country 
but also in America, and Italy — and above all to those in 
Rome — who by loan of letters, communication of interesting 
facts and anecdotes, and records and memoranda of various 
kinds, have helped to animate what is even now a less 
comprehensive and living portrait than the limner would 
fain have \iTought. 

To already published writings he is also, of course, 
indebted. The most important single book or article is 
Severn's own paper in the Atlantic Monthly for 1863 on the 
^Vicissitudes of Keats's Fame.' Thereafter should be 
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mentioned Mr. H. Buxton Forman's monumental edition / 
of * Keats ' (to which, in particular, acknowledgments are 
due in the instance of a few of Severn's letters or part- 
letters, copied therefrom instead of from the originals) ; 
Mr. Sidne^^olvin's admirable monograph on Keats in the v 
English Men of Letters series, and to his delightful edition 
of the poet's letters, a compilation edited with so much 
patience and care, and distinguished by such discreet 
sympathy and judgment, that it must be accepted as the 
standard ' Letters of Keats ; ' and, almost needless to say, 
to Lord Houghton's original and revised "Memoirs." / 
Naturally all noteworthy writings bearing upon the per- 
sonality, circle, or period of Keats have been consulted ; 
but further specification would be as undesirable as it is 
unnecessary. Finally, thanks are due to one or two literary 
friends for advice on matters of detail, and for assistance in 
research where a more or less arduous quest proved neces- 
sary — ^and notably to Mr. Eichard Gamett, LL.D., and to 
Mr. G. K. Fortescue. 

A word upon the portrait-illustrations in this volume. 
Tjie interesting silhouette of Keats is reproduced for the 
first time. The original, in the possession of Mr. Walter 
Severn, was discovered only within the last few years, 
having been accounted lost or destroyed at a period long 
anterior. To all Keats-students it will have a particular 
value ; and specialists will note those indications of strength 
which are inconspicuous in certain familiar likenesses of 
the poet. The vignette-head of Keats, on the title-page, is 
not after the early miniature, but a reproduction of a late 
drawing ; the latest portrait, indeed, which in his old age 
Severn made. Kightly or wrongly, he was wont to declare 
that it represented the poet as he commonly was; it is 
certainly different in several respects from the well-known 
engraving after the earlier miniature, which stands as a 
frontispiece to Lord Houghton's 'Life' of Keats. The 
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pathetic sketch of Keats in the extremity of his last illness 
is already known to every lover of the poet's work. The 
original is one of the finest things Severn ever did, and 
though it has necessarily lost much in process of repro- 
duction, it will still, to those who look upon it — with the 
eyelids closed as they are in mortal weakness, and the hair 
matted with the dews of coming death — give that touching 
sense of nearness to the dying poet which so many have felt. 
Another instance of loss in reproduction is the engraving 
after the autograph portrait of Severn. Here certain fea- 
tures are too pronounced, and the more youthful look of the 
original drawing has evaded the translator. Fortunately, 
Seymour Kirkup's beautiful drawing of Severn, made early 
in 1822, and depicting him as Eeats must have known him, 
has been admirably reproduced. It is further interesting as 
the handiwork of an eminent man and an artist who has 
scarcely had his meed of recognition. When one looks at 
this portrait of Severn in the prime of his early manhood, 
it is easy to understand how readily he fascinated men as 
well as women by his good looks and grace of manner, and 
how it was that in his early days in Bome his ' head ' was 
so often * taken' by his fellow-artists. It is quite likely 
that, in common with all Seymour Kirkup's portrait-work, 
this likeness is somewhat idealised; the artist himself, 
however, thought it a vivid portrayal of his friend as he was 
in the early Twenties. At a first glance, there is not much 
in common between this portrait by Kirkup and Severn's 
autograph likeness, though they belong to the same period 
of his life — even when allowance is made for the diflferent 
way in which the long hair is brushed ; but even here a 
similarity may be traced in the eyes and still more 
obviously in the mouth. In the originals the likeness is 
more readily recognisable. 

It may be added that the illustration in the last chapter, 
that depicting the graves of Keats and Severn, is from a 
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recent photograph, taken at a time when the interwoven 
clusters of violets grew as thickly as tangled grasses. 

On one point, it seems necessary to add a few words. 
Severn had a capricious memory, and was at no time 
heedful of the exact verity of his statements. Thus it is 
that one set of reminiscences will sometimes contradict the 
other, and that even letters written in the same month 
(occasionally, on or about the same day), will be at variance 
in matters of more or less importance. The same picture 
will be variously sold at £70, or £100, or £150 ; the same 
event will occur " this year," or " last autumn," or " a few 
years ago;" this friendship or that acquaintanceship will 
date confusedly now from a period anterior to the writer's 
first encounter with the person concerned ; now from a year 
or month when intimacy had long been established. In 
advanced age the old painter's memory often played him 
strange tricks, though in the very last years of his life his 
remembrance of the days of his youth grew clearer and 
more intensified, and much, it seemed, that he had for- 
gotten in early manhood or middle-age, came back to him. 
It was this that underlay his exclamation in his eighty-fifth 
year, that he was fortunate among men in literally 
recovering in his old age his lost youth. A good reason, 
accordingly, is afforded for a certain suspicion of any 
positive affirmation in Severn's letters, reminiscences, or 
conversations ; without verification, or, at least, considera- 
tion, one might easily be led to false conclusions. Possibly 
some of the Eeats-anecdotes he used to narrate in his latter 
years were either coloured, or actually created, by retro- 
spective imagination ; on the other hand, he was so reverent 
of the genius and dear fame of his beloved friend that, in 
narration, he would not consciously derogate from the facts. 
A friend informed the present ^vriter that the first time he 
heard Severn tell a new story about Keats he would doubt 
its all-round veracity ; that on the second telling he would 
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think it was probably true in all essentials ; and that if the 
story ever reached a third presentment, *' it was certain to 
be an absolutely trustworthy record.'* So far, the present 
biographer has, in many like instances, followed this 
rough-and-ready means of judgment; that is, he has 
utilised no anecdote or reminiscence which did not seem to 
bear upon it the impress of actuality, or could in some 
degree be borne out. 

In the same way that he has purposely refrained from 
dwelling on much of Severn's private life during the fifty 
years that followed his marriage — convinced that with the 
sayings and doings of Joseph Severn as a private indi- 
vidual, the public had no concern — ^he has also neglected 
many opportunities to diverge into mere gossip, and omitted 
much of personal family interest, which he need not have 
done were he a relative of Severn and engaged on a 
memoir practically intended for private circulation. Yet 
there is one point of general interest which should not be 
disregarded : the strong hereditary aesthetic strain in the 
Severn family — an inheritance exemplified in divers ways, 
but always notably. As stated in the early pages of the 
following Memoir, the father of Joseph Severn had a native 
love of pictorial art, and was, for a prolonged period, a 
teacher of music, a science which he almost passionately 
admired. His wife, too, loved it as one of the best things 
in life ; and in her judgment, both of music and painting, 
showed an exacting refinement which, no doubt, was in 
some degree due to the French strain which she inherited 
from her Huguenot grandparents. Of the sons of their 
marriage, as noted at page 5 hereafter, Joseph became 
eminent as a painter, and might have won repute as a 
musician ; Thomas was a popular composer ; and Mr. 
Charles Severn was, for more than fifty years, a musician of 
high standing, the associate of the most eminent composers, 
singers, and executants of his time, and in his old age still 



delights in hiB nominal vocation &a otgauiat. The lady 
whom Joseph Severn mairied, though not an artist, had a 
keen sense of colour and form, and was, moreover, a woman 
of culture and refinement, native and inherited. Of their 
six children, three were girls : Claudia, Mary, and Eleanor. 
Of these only the third (Mrs. Fumeaux) survives, and 
shares in no slight degree, not only the family love of Art, 
hut, in particular, that of her twin-brother, Mr. Arthur 
Severn, whose name is so familiar as that of a painter of 
much originality, power, and poetic insight. Claudia 
Fitzroy Severn married Mr. Frederick Gale, so well known 
to cricket enthusiasts, and died in 1874 ; in her, the 
festhetic strain betrayed itself in a delicate love and under- 
standing of music. The second daughter, Mary, showed 
exceptional promise as an artist ; some of her drawings had 
a refinement and grace which proved her possession of a 
strong and original talent ; but, subsequent to her marriage 
with Mr., now Sir Charles, Kewton, she died untimely in 
1866. Of the three sons of Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Severn, 
Mr. Walter Severn, the eldest, has already had a long and 
distinguished career as an artist ; and in the craft of letters, 
also, has proved that he has inherited something of that 
literary faculty which his father had in a secondary degree. 
It would be altogether inappropriate for the present writer to 
dwell upon the life and achievement of Mr. Walter Severn ; 
while, as an artist, what better word could be said of him 
than has already generously been uttered by Mr. Buskin ?* 
The same reasons obviously apply in the instance of Joseph 
Severn's youngest son, Arthur, to whom allusion has already 
been made. Born in London in 1841, Mr. Arthur Severn 
is now in the prime of life, and is fortunate in having 
sustained and enhanced the high repute which he won at 
an early age. This is neither the time nor the place to 
dwell upon his devotion to the illustrious fnend of whom he 
• Vide Letter of March 26th, 1875, quoted at p. 219, pott. 
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has been the intimate companion for many years, but it is 
significant that, with much else, he has inherited that 
genius for devoted friendship which was the good fortune 
of his father's lifa* 

The late Henry Augustus Severn was a man of ex- 
ceptional intellectual energy. Ill health interfered' to some 
extent with what promised to be a brilliant scientific career, 
and in 1884 his constitution yielded to a prolonged strain. 
The eldest of Mr. Walter Severn's six children has also shown 
a marked scientific bias, and is now a member of the Boyal 
College of Science. Two other sons perpetuate the family 
tradition ; Mr. Nigel and Mr. Cecil Severn — ^the latter at 
present a midshipman on board the ImmortalitS, whence 
he has sent to the * Daily Graphic ' and elsewhere, clever 
sketches of naval life and marine experiences. It is not 
often that an artistic strain is at once so dispersed and 
so strenuous throughout three generations. 

In a sense the writer of this * Life of Severn ' may repeat 
what Lord Houghton wrote of his Memoir of Eeats : " I 
came to the conclusion that it was best to act simply as 
Editor of the Life which was, as it were, already written." 
He hopes that, at any rate, he has educed from the mass of 
material at his disposal enough to give an adequate idea of 
the life and achievement of his subject, and to make the 
personality of Joseph Severn live again. The story, at least, 
of an immortal friendship has for the first time been set forth 
in full detail. That friendship, as Severn was ever the first 
to recognise, was the golden gate whence issued the success 
and happiness of his life ; and in the shadow of death, as in 
life, he turned his eyes longingly towards it. Sic itur ad 
astra. 

William Sharp. 



* Mr. Arthur Severn married a lady who is a cousin of Mr. Ruskin, 
and for many years the three have been one family, residing together at 
Brantwood, Coniston. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Early training — ^Boyhood vicissitudes — Apprentice to an engraver— 
B^nnings in Art — ^Rivalries — Mrs. Siddons as Queen Katherine — 
First steps to success. 

The name Severn, writes Mr. Freeman in a private letter, 
^' is a curious bit of philology. The Welsh is Hafren^ or 
some such name, which is said to mean divider or frontier 
stream. The Lake Sdbriiias is according to a very old 
analogy, by which the initial h in Welsh, as in Greek, 
answers to initial s in Latin. The puzzling thing is that a 
law of change of that sort should be applied at so late a 
stage of the language. It is possible that the modem 
Welsh form may be later than the Boman Conquest, as in 
old Greek we find av^ for v?. But, as I am not a Celtic 
scholar, I do not much like guessing at these things." 

The Sevems were a family of good West-country stock, 
for several generations settled by the banks of the Severn 
in Gloucestershire. In the latter half of the eighteenth 
century trouble came to them and caused the wide 
scattering of what had been almost a clan. One member 
of the family settled in Bedfordshire, and his eldest sod, 
James, was the father of Joseph Severn. Mr. James Severn 
lo married a Miss Littel, belonging to an old Huguenot 
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fisunily, and shortly before his marriage definitely adopted, 
cuing to a collapse in the small remaining family fortanes, 
the profession of music. Mr. Severn was a man of an 
excitable and somewhat flighty temperament, with native, 
though untrained aesthetic tastes. He was fortunate in his 
wife, a woman whose comeliness was only less remark- 
able than her sweetness of nature and alert sympathy. 
Despite her husband's headstrong temper, their life seems 
to have been a happy one. The Sevems are a long-living 
fiEunily, and Miss Littel brought to that strenuous stock her 
share of the proverbial hardihood of the Huguenots; for, 
through troublous times, she preserved her notable vigour 
and serenity, and survived to a great age. Her eldest son 
lived to his eighty-sixth year ; one of her daughters died 
three or four years ago, well on in her eighth decade ; her 
youngest son, Mr. Charles Severn, after a long and honour- 
able career as a musician, is happily still living, and as 
active at the age of eighty-six as are most men younger 
than he by a score of years. 

Elarly in 1793 Mr. and Mrs. Severn settled in Hoxton, 
then a somewhat remote village to the north of London, 
and there, on the 7th of December in the same year (not in 
1796 as sometimes stated), the eldest of their six children 
was born, and duly christened Joseph. The boy was pre- 
cocious, for while still a child of five he drew a portrait of 
his father. The drawing was in profile, and was sufficiently 
good to attract more general attention than infantile 
attempts generally do ; indeed, an artist friend of Mr. Severn 
declared that it was, in everything except firmness, ex- 
cellent. One of the hobbies of the lad's father was to 
collect old pictures at local and second-rate Metropolitan 
sales, and though in one of his MS. confessions his son 
irreverentially alludes to the " rubbishy old pictures which 
[his father] was always picking up when other people dropped 
'em'," he admits that this paternal fancy, and the tolerable 
and intolerable pictures themselves, helped to educate his 
own latent sense of line, mass, and colour. Father and son 
were companionable while Joseph was but a child ; in great 
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part, as the latter admits, because he was Qever tiied 
of staring op at the caDvas treasnres (which came and 
went with almost tidal regularity), and of listening to 
ezplanationa of their subjects or expositions of their merits. 

As soon as Mr. Severn became convinced that hia first- 
bom possessed an exceptional faculty, he lost no opportunity 
of assisting its development. He helped the boy with 
hints in the elements of drawing and composition, fmd 
sometimes took him for a walk into the country, where he 
would point out a cottage, or a hamlet clustered under 
tall elms, or a wayside inn nestling like a huge white- 
and-red-Btrawberry among a mass of foliage, and explain 
the value and methods of pictorial selection. Occasionally 
he would insist on the boy's attempting one of these familiar 
subjects ; once, for instance, at Tottenham, he prevailed on 
him to sketch an ivy-mantled cottage, for which purpose 
he borrowed a stool from the old lady who occupied 
the cottage, who watched the child with an astonishment 
which culminated in profound admiration followed by 
profuse oSers of cake. 

He was, moreover, a good story-teller, and held hia 
children entranced with historical tales : sometimes he 
would simulate the personages of whom he spoke, as when 
he so impressed the imagination of his firstborn by his re- 
presentation of the ' Ghost ' in Sartdet that Joseph made, 
though in fear and trembling, a drawiog of the gruesome 
apparition. Occasionally these peaceful interludes were 
momentarily broken by swift wrath at some misdeed of the 
precocious Joseph, when Mr. Severn would inflict unexpected 
chastisement with bewildering suddenness. Nevertheless, 
these summary punishments caused no feud between father 
and son, and in the main the boy seems to have been brought 
up wisely enough. The long walks in the country were 
good for body as well as for artistic training, and as the lad 
grew older hia father was wont to take him with him to the 
various country-houses where he taught music, and show 
him the pictures and tell him particulars of the painters. 
Sometimes Joseph showed originality in his drawings, aa 
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when he painted " a bright gamboge glory all round the 
cofSn " in his drawing of the Nelson Car. This, however, 
must haye been when he was no longer a child : and it was 
before he passed into his teens that some of his father's 
patrons noticed the drawings which Mr. Severn often took 
an opportunity of displaying, and encouraged the boy to 
persevere. In later life Severn was wont to attribute to his 
mother all his heritance of good qualities, and to her, 
certainly, he owed his joyous serenity of temperament : yet 
to his father, except in the matter of temper, he bore distinct 
resemblance. From him he inherited his most characteristic 
traits — sudden enthusiasms, swift emotions, personal vanity, 
with extremes of self-depreciation. 

Mr. Severn deserves credit for having discerned his son's 
artistic tendencies, and for having done his best to cultivate 
them. Even when a mere child, the boy's education in this 
respect was not neglected, for drawings, engravings, and 
picture-books were frequently lent to him : and so keen was 
the lad's pleasure in these that, when given him at night, 
JEie used to go to bed early so as to " get up at dawn to 
devour them." Some of Severn's kindly-worded complaints 
against his father, therefore, must not be taken too literally ; 
the '' hardness " to which he more than once alludes was no 
very severe infliction after all — even the casual chastise- 
ments already alluded to, seem to have had no ill- 
results, and, as Mr. Whistler says of an apologetic critic's 
remarks, were "meant friendly." Moreover, as he fully 
admits, his father had several excellent qualities. He was 
thoughtful for his family despite his extravagances ; he was 
generous, in the fullest sense of the word ; and he invariably 
set an example of scrupulous honesty. His inability to bear 
contradiction was a cause of frequent disturbance, particu- 
larly as his children grew older ; and no doubt here he had 
only himself to blame. Devoted to his wife, and not averse 
from domestic existence, he was something of the household- 
tyrant, for he would allow no domestic work to be done in 
his presence, and kept no restraint upon his anger if one 
of his children made any noise. Withal, he had the virtue 
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of induBtry, and displayed rare ingenuity in everything con- 
cerning the science of music and musical inBtiaments.* It 
waa well for Joseph Serem that he had so good a mothei to 
counteract the somewhat too eccentric influences of his 
&ther, particularly as he seems to have been anything but 
a tractable yonngster. Again and again in his "reminis- 
cences," journals, and letters, he refers to his mother as hia 
guardian-angel, as a woman of incomparable tact and rare 
sweetness of nature. From vaiious accounts, it is clear that 
her charm of manner was peculiarly winsome. To her 
son she was something holy almost, and often in after 
years he wrought into the faces of the Madonnas whom he 
painted the expression of the mother whom he loved so 
well and reverenced so deeply. Among those who were 
almost equally impressed by the beauty of Mrs. Severn's 
character was Eeats, who loved his own mother with 
passionate afiection, and mourned her death, when he was 
in his fifteenth year, with poignant grief-t 

Young Severn went through the usual vicissitudes of 
boyhood. It is needless to follow him in detail through his 
diffuse and discursive early reminiscences : it will sufSce to 
Tefer to one or two incidents. During the celebration of the 
Victory of Trafalgar, the lad, enthusiastic for Nelson and 
the glory of a naval career, ran away from home ; an act 
which had an untimely, not to say an ignominious ending, 
for, overcome with fatigue when but a short distance from 
home, he sank by the wayside and fell asleep by a post 
There his alarmed parents found him, and so practical 

* UnqnestioDtkbly his three sodj derived tlieT musical fxcutlica &om 
him. Joseph, as he was assured again and agaio, migfaC have been as 
■uccessful 03 a composer aa a painter ; Mr. Charles Severn has won 
deserved reputej and their brother, Thomas, was a popular composei as 
well u A good executant- 

t In the MS. of " Early Remembrances," Severn records a statement of 
Keats, " that his great misfortune bad been that from bis infancj he had 
no motber." There is pelpable forget fulness, or [»nfuHioD of some kiivl, 
here. Frobsb!]' Severn, who did not become acquainted with Eeats till 
after his mother's death, believed that Mrs. Rawlings (for she had 
married ainja) had died daring his friend's itifancy, or perhaps that she 
tru but Keais's step-mother, and remembered or misapprehended some 
casual remark by the puet. 
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was his Other's argument that he did not again attempt 
soneptitious flight. Of an emotional and imaginative tem- 
perament, he seems to have been permanently impressed by 
a tragic incident which occurred in his eighth year. He had 
gone with a schoolmate named Ck>Ie to bathe in some 
water-filled gravel-pits, and in one of them his companion 
ventured beyond his depth and was drowned. There was 
no one near at the time, so the child had to watch his 
comrade perish, and then to make his way home, carrying 
the drowned boy's clothes, and break the news to Mrs. Cole. 
No doubt his extreme horror of sudden death was in great 
part due to this experience. 

When Joseph was in his fifteenth year his father began 
to look about for some suitable vocation for him. * If he 
had been able he would have himself instructed Joseph, 
in the technique of Art, but notwithstanding his mania for 
collecting and dispersing old pictures, he had little trained 
taste or knowledge, and could not draw in the least. An 
artistic education for his son was altogether beyond his 
means. Entering his house one day, and seeing Joseph 
engaged in copying with great accuracy some old plate, it 
occurred to him that he could not do better than apprentice 
the boy to an engraver. Here again the question of means 
nearly brought about the abandonment of the project, for in 
almost every instance a premium was asked, varying from 
£100 to £300. At last Mr. Severn saw an advertisement 
which promised more satisfactorily, for no premium was 
demanded, but only an undertaking as to board and partial 
lodging. The advertiser was Mr. William Bond, whom 
Severn describes as " an engraver in the chalk manner," and 
who was then engaged in reproducing some paintings by 
Singleton. Young Severn had never drawn from oil 
pictures, and was delighted ; moreover, in comparison with 
the canvases he was accustomed to see in his father's house 
those at Mr. Bond's seemed to him works of high art. In 
a word, he was fascinated by the novel artistic atmosphere, 
and, inexperienced as he was, imagined that with Mr. William 
Bond as guide he would soon become an artist. 
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Mr. Bond, on his part, was satisfied with the drawings 
which Mr. Severn showed him, particularly with one of the 
Ghost in Hamlet^ and agreed to take Joseph as an appren- 
tice for seven years on his father's guarantee as to the 
fulfilment of the stipulations concerning partial board and 
accommodation. 

It was an important change for the young would-be artist, 
no doubty and perhaps may have been more influential for 
good than he was ever willing to allow. Tet it was the 
beginning of a long period of fret and unhappiness. In his 
own words, he " was popped unwittingly into slavery, and 
doomed to stab copper for seven long years." In the first 
few months he was well content, for though he had some 
qualms at being so rigidly bound by the indenture, after 
he had made such rapid progress that Mr. Bond became 
anxious lest so promising a pupil should leave his service, 
he rejoiced in his new surroundings and comparatively 
congenial work. After some months of exercises in 
drawing, chiefly in copying in Indian ink prints by 
Bartolozzi, he was set ^^ to stab the copper." At first this 
interested him greatly, and he was an apt pupil; but 
when he wished to devote himself more exclusively to 
drawing, Mr. Bond held him to the terms of the agreement, 
and in every way discouraged all original effort. A feeling 
of resentment towards the engraver grew in young Severn's 
mind, unjustifiably in some respects, for Mr. Bond had 
bargained for an assistant in his trade and not for the 
superintendence of an ambitious and restless young artist ; 
though, on the other hand, neither he nor Mr. Severn seems 
to have made the youth clearly understand the nature of 
the indenture. 

It was about this time, however, that he began to find 
some solace in the study of literature. The ^^ epics and 
histories" which he read eagerly in his few periods of 
leisure when he could not be working at his drawings 
farther stimulated his inventive faculty. The desire to 
create became almost a passion, and slowly he began to feel 
his way towards independent accomplishment, though as 
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he had never been able to work in colour save with Indian 
ink or at best with indifferent water colours, he was conscious 
of his painful limitations. Occasionally he rebelled against 
his circumstances, and it was all his parents could do to 
persuade him that he would be foolish as well as wrong 
to desert the honourable trade to which he had been 
apprenticed. Ultimately Mr. Bond consented to his pupil's 
having some more time to himself for purposes of recreation 
as well as of study, for the boy's health was delicate. 

Severn's arduous, if intermittent, studies enabled him 
to learn one invaluable lesson for a young artist, namely 
that his ignorance was out of all proportion to his aspira- 
tions, and more than this, that ho had much to unlearn as 
well as to acquire. Sometimes there were pictures to be 
engraved which were really works of art, and from these, 
^d his effort to reproduce them in monochrome or water- 
oolours, he perceived wherein he fell short, as well as obtained 
glimpses of the goal towards which he was fain to strive. 
Among these pictures he particularly mentions a ' Laughing 
Girl,' by Sir Joshua Reynolds, and a Portrait of himself by 
the great artist. He also refers to a fine painting of Lord 
Stafford by Vandyke, which, he says, was offered to Mr. 
Severn for 21., an offer declined by his father, who " cared 
for nothing in Art except landscape." Untrained as he was, 
Joseph Severn at once recognised the beauty of the old 
picture, and for half-a-crown persuaded the dealer to let him 
take it home to copy. The copy was duly valued at Hoxton, 
not so much for its artistic merits as because it bore a strik- 
ing resemblance to the he6^ of the household. Twenty years 
later, when Severn returned from Rome on a visit to London, 
he saw at the British Institution this identical picture — 
** one of the finest specimens of the master, which had been 
foolishly lost owing to my father's ignorance of Art." 

As his small circle of acquaintances extended, and with 
the renewed hope and artistic energy which were the result 
of his occasional holidays, Severn's health began to improve. 
The long walk to and fro between Hoxton and Newman 
Street, in all weathers ; insufficient and monotonous diet ; 
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and the deep discontent which possessed him — one and all 
had wrought upon him to such an extent that he feaied he 
could not endure the strain for long. But when he found 
himself free every now and again to do as he willed, his 
spirits rose, ^nd all threatenings of a decline passed away. 
On these holidays (granted at first on condition that he 
would be more assiduous in his apprenlrice-work at other 
times), he frequently painted small portraits in water- 
eolouis, at the rate of half-a-guinea apiece, and the money 
thus obtained was spent on the materials of his craft and on 
books. He became, indeed, an eager student: for, more 
and more conscious of his ignorance, he set himself to self- 
instruction^ not only in bdles-lettrea and history, but in 
mathematics, with rare and uncertain wanderings into the 
unknown ways of other sciences. But as time went on, and 
he found that he was no longer really gaining ground, and 
aSy moreover, he realised keenly how fatal for him was his 
lack of training in anatomical study and drawing, he deter- 
mined at all hazards to become a member of the Boyal 
Academy student classes. A long time elapsed, however, 
before he gained his point. A drawing that he made, of 
* Joseph interpreting the Butler's and the Baker's dreams,* 
seems to have been instrumental in convincing Mr. Bond 
that it would be best to let the youth find his level, whatever 
that was to be. 

From this time forward Severn made rapid progress in 
the preliminaries of his art. When at home he lost no 
opportunity of useful experience, and he makes particular 
mention of one undertaking which helped him in no slight 
measure. For a long period, he says, '^ I was engaged at 
iiome making a little theatre. All the scenes were carefully 
drawn and painted, both in architecture and landscape ; 
then the figures were equally well studied in cardboard, and 
in this way my ingenuity was called forth and many good 
opportunities afforded of learning not exactly to draw, but 
of knowing how tQuch I wanted to learn, how much I needed 
to acquire." But all this enthusiasm and determination was 
looked at askance by Mr. Severn, who could not believe 
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that his son had sufficient talent to enable him to overcome 
the apparently insuperable obstacles tosuccess^and thought 
his indifference to the engraver's trade as foolish as it was 
reprehensible. In vain he pointed out that a master-engraver 
was an artist, and that there was artistic scope for the ablest 
draughtsman in so worthy a profession. His son replied 
that it might be the finest calling on earth, but was not to 
his liking, as even the finest engravings the world had 
seen were interpretative and not creative, and that he wanted 
to create, and to have free scope for his development to that 
end. The seven, or rather eight, years that were passed in 
more or less close apprenticeship to the art of ^ stabbing 
copper," were undoubtedly hurtful to Severn in other 
respects than by occupying the best years of his youth 
with labour at once enforced and alien to his tastes, 
and by circumscribing his opportunities for drawing 
and anatomical study. For the long apprenticeship 
meant all manner of adverse influences upon both his 
mental and physical development. He had no time for 
healthy exercise, little leisure for reading, and that at the 
expense of his already tired eyesight, and of his almost 
exhausted stock of energy ; and, moreover, such reading as 
he could manage was haphazard, and so sometimes calculated 
to cause mental confusion rather than aid his intellectual 
growth. "The years of youth are as a mirror, fore- 
shadowing the years to come," says an Oriental proverb ; 
and with some such sentiment Severn closes the first section 
of his earliest reminiscences. No after-care, he says in 
effect, can absolutely readjust the balance lost through the 
expenditure in a wrong direction of those years of youth 
which should be bartered to a particular end with a heed at 
once scrupulous and far-seeing. " Owing to those limited 
beginnings," he admits, " I may perhaps have been induced 
since to undertake works that were rather the effect of love 
than skill, of enthusiasm than judgment This may have 
been always an evil for me." It undoubtedly was, and credit 
is due to him for the self-ciiticism. Indeed, throughout life 
Severn was a strange mixture of childlike vanity, genuine 
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humUity, high aims and ambitious efforts, with accom- 
plishment often far short; profound belief in himself 
and his artistic calling, combined with swift readiness 
to see and admit his shortcomings ; of a habitual self- 
criticism ranging from generous apologetics or depreciatory 
condemnations to a calm survey of facts and judicious 
estimates. 

The evening art-classes, however, though serviceable, 
were not so pleasant in other respects as the eager young 
student had anticipated. Rivalries which were often carried 
to the pitch of bitter jealousies made the course of true art- 
life run anything but smoothly at times, and the system 
then in vogue, by which money and influence together 
made a student's career one of pleasure or, by absence of 
either, one of hardship, rendered comradeship by no means 
so easy as it generally is wherever the bond of Art exists. 
Severn does not seem to have made any friends among His 
student acquaintances at this time, but rather to have 
incurred some ill-feeling by his self-confidence, perhaps 
self-assertiveness, and by his enthusiasm — then, as now, 
and always, a quality unacceptable to the many. 

In the fortunate years of youth even seemingly untoward 
accidents as often as not induce new and welcome develop- 
ments. Through having been nearly crushed to death at a 
theatre Severn, as he declares, gained a new insight into Art. 
Writing in 1857, he affirms he had been so many times 
near death and in its actual presence that, though con- 
stitutionally not of a courageous nature, he had gained a 
coolness in the front of danger which would mislecul many 
people into thinking him possessed of no common valour. 
Strangely enough, he was conscious of less fear, of a self- 
possessed calm, whenever the peril of death was actually 
imminent: the more remote the possible mischance the 
more harassing and almost prostrating the effect forecast 
by it. To some extent he attributed this idiosyncrasy to 
the drowning accident alluded to above, but even more to 
his narrow escape from death at the Haymarket Theatre. 
He had often heard of the superb acting of Mrs. Siddons, 
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but as she had retired from the stage he could not hope to 
see her once more enthral a metropolitan audience. On the 
occasion, however, of her brother, Charles Kemble, requiring 
aid, she generously came forward with an offer to im- 
personate Queen Katherine in Henry the Eighth. The 
adyertisement appeared in due time, and besides the irresis- 
tible attraction of Mrs. Siddons's name, playgoers read 
that John Kemble would appear in the part of Cardinal 
Wolsey, Charles in that of Cromwell, Pope in that of King 
Henry, Miss Foote as Ann Boleyn, and that even the 
subordinate parts were to be filled by actors of assured 
repute. The popular Miss Stephens, moreover, was to sing, 
in Queen Katherine's dream, * Angels ever bright and fair,*^ 
and altogether it was calculated that the little theatre in 
the Haymarket would be crowded to its utmost limits. 
When Severn and a friend, William Haslam,* reached the 
doors an hour before the time of opening, the crowd waa 
already large : ere long it became so great that the 
Haymarket was almost blocked by it. The entrance to the 
pit w^as through a small door and along a narrow passage^ 
In the struggle which ensued u^wn the opening of the 
doors Severn was separated from his friend and soon after- 
wards stumbled and fell, with the result that he was 
speedily trampled into unconsciousness and, indeed, escaped 
death by little short of a miracle. At last, as the crowd 
thinned, some one noticed that an unfortunate was being 
done to death, if not already dead, and gave the alarm. 
The unconscious body {" thin as a skeleton almost, to start 
with, and now flattened out like a pancake ") was uplifted 
and conveyed over the playgoers' heads to the front of the 
pit, where there was less risk of suffocation. When it was. 
found that the sufferer was not dead, but at the same time 
that he could not " come to," several doctors and medical 
students from various parts of the house volunteered their 



* William Haslam, whose name is so familiar to all students of 
Keats's life and work, will be referred to frequently further on. He 
was about a year older than Keats, as he was bom some time in 1795» 
He died in 1852. 
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assistance, though for thtee-qoarters of an hour the patient 
remained insensiUe, and scarcely shewed signs of life. But 
just before the performance began conscionsiess returned. 
Although everything in his pockets was smashed (two 
oranges, he says, were reduced to a kind of marmalade- 
like pulp), and bis clothes were so torn and soiled as to be 
thenceforth usel^s, no bones were broken or any serious 
damage incurred beyond a " universal bruise &om head to 
foot." Either he could not or would not be removed, and 
when the curtain rose he was left in peace. He watched 
the performance in a dazed fashion till Mrs. Siddons 
appeared, when "bei impressive demeanour and magical 
dignity and pathos " so affected nerves already feverishly 
excited that he sat as one entranced and conscious of some 
new and vital influence in his life. Severn believed that 
" something had been trampled out of him : " that there- 
after he was " well in spirit." Probably his excitable nature 
had been so wrought upon by the shock, by the physical 
suffering, and by the sudden change from a long-continued 
apathy to a state of comparative exhilaration, that he 
became subject to a kind of happy &enzy. He never 
forgot the performance nor its effect upon him. From 
that day, when the power and magic of Art was borne 
in upon him, he determined to live the life of an artist, 
whatever the sacrifices involved, the cost to be paid. 
In his eightieth year, even, he would recall with vivid 
speech and gestures hb emotions of that far-back night. 
In all his life, though a frequenter of the theatre and 
at one time passionately fond of it, he declared that he 
never saw such acting : no man could expect to see 
twice, he says, such a combination of the highest dramatic 
genius and personal beauty, with such altogether admirable 
helpmates.* 

* It ma; be worlh while to give part of Severn'B recollectioDa of the 
fcreat actress: fur there must be few now liviag who once were mored to 
deep emotion by the geniOB of Sarah Siddons. Her" farewell appearance" 
was as Lady Haclieth, at Covent Garden, in June, 1812. But between the 
summer of 1813 and that of 1819 ahe acted publicly again some sis or 
seven times, from motivn of friendship or genorouty. The performance at 



14 LIFE OF JOSEPH SEVERN. 

Weak and in sufifering though he was, and enthralled 
too by the pageant upon which he looked, Severn was yet 
able to make several drawings of Mrs. Siddons in her 
most striking and characteristic attitudes. From these 



which Severn was present took place on May 31st, 1816. ** Her large and 

imposing fisure,** he writes, ^ was well nuited to the character and situation 

of Qneen Katherine in Henry the Vlllth. Her nohle countenance not 

only impressed all, but, despite her years, was winsome by those additional 

marks of beauty such as only a good and dignified length of life can give. 

Her brow was Juno-like, and when she uttered the words, ' Lord Cardinal, 

to you I speak — ^'tis you hath bl<»wn this coal betwixt my lord and me,' 

her large black lustrous eyes flashed fire, and it was such an inspred 

glance as I have never but that once seen. Then, after maintainins; this 

majestic front till she is about to have the Court, when the crier calls out 

' Katherine, Queen of England, come into Court,' and her maid reminds 

her that she is called back, when suddenly she descended from tl'O 

Queen to the woman, and showed her private anger in saying totto voce to 

her maid, ' Fool, why need you notice it ' — the change was wonderful. 

Afterwards, in the dying scene, she was not less impressive, calm and 

resigned, still beautiful though so different, altc^ther changed from what 

she had been, save for that deep touching voice whoee tones, whether loud 

and impassioned or soft and pathetic, were like the finest music, for they 

thrilled the air with melodious tones, and at the same time touched the 

heart with such deep pathos that the audience seemed to think it a merit 

to shed tears and thus appropriately accompany such sublime acting. One 

seemed, indeed, to be an onlooker on the actiial pageant of life rather than 

auditor to an acted tale of history. The CardiDal was impersonated by 

John Eemble, in all the pride of intellect, and beauty of person and 

countenance, that so raised him above his fellows. The profound show of 

humility he assumed at first in the trial scene, and thereafter his haughty 

pride to the nobles when he susfiects imminent danger, were masterly ; 

but nothing could be more superb in acting than his discovery of the 

wrong paper given him by the King, when he trembled from head to fo<>t, 

with convulsed underlip, which qui vend like a leaf as the pa|)er dropped 

from his nerveless grasp. The part ot Cromwell was in its way not less 

perfectly rendered by Charles Kemble, whose handsome face and youthful 

figiure made a good foil to the worn and o'er-ambitious Cardinal. And 

how am I to describe the lovely Miss Foote as Ann Boleyn? — for she was a 

])aragon of beauty, which was set off rather than detracted from by the 

unassuming nature of her acting. She was fair, and might well have been 

the real Venus of the antique world, as Mrs. Siddons would then have as 

certainly been the Juno. 1o complete the greatness and individual 

splendour of this unique performance, Miss Stephens (whose voice and 

simple style surpassed anytliinc; 1 have ever heard since, even in Italy) 

sang ' Angels ever bright and fair ' as though an angel had silently and 

invisibly (for she was not seen) descended to console the dying Queen. 

The pure voice and unaffected style made the illusion perfect — and the 

dream itself, as represented so wonderfully by Charles Kean in 1856, with 

the groups of angels bearing palms, and with rays of heavenly light, even 

this, witn all its magic, was not comparable in effect with the solitary 

voice of Miss Stephens singing her sweet vibrating song. I have been 
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Htadies he made other drawings, foz which he found a 
teady Bale at the small sum he asked for each, and so 
at last he fonnd himself able to pnichase an easel, oil- 
paints, aud other paraphernalia which till then he had 
lacked. 



tbtu ^ortioubu- in recording tliia itnique dnunatic repreeentatioii, as, afmrt 
foiin its influence on me, perhaps nonn bo perfect may ever be seen aguo; 
moreover, the record will tend to provo how strong mj mind and feeling 
innst hsTs been for such triumpDB of the imagination and the moving 
spirit of bistoTf that, almost in the grasp of death (for nearer death I 
snppose I at no time ever was), mj spirit was not only nnqaenched bnt 
rarely exalted." 
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CHAPTER 11. 

First meeting with Keats — Letter from Qeorge Keats — Eeats's appear- 
ance — Country walks with Keats — His first picture — ^Artiuous 
studies — ^'Tho Cave of Despair' — Letters from Keats — Severn gains 
the Gold Medal — Keats-reminiscences — Keats and the Elgin 
j^[i^l)le8 — Haydon's famous dinner-party — ^Earliest Tendon of Keats's 
• FingaVs Cave ' — Death of Tom Keats — Miss Fanny Brawne — ^The 
Ode to a Nightingale — ^Keats's first collapse — Severn and HyperUm 
and Lamia — Keats's decision to go to Italy. 

Sevebn was still an engraver's apprentice and casual 
student at the Academy schools when he formed an ac- 
quaintanceship which rapidly developed into friendship, 
and became ultimately the chief factor from without in his 
life. Every incident of his friendly relationship with Keats 
is of interest, for surely there is nothing in the history of 
art and letters more deeply affecting than the story of the 
untimely death of one of the greatest of English poets, and 
the self-sacrificing loyalty and love of the young painter 
whose name is for ever indissociable from that of his illus- 
trious friend. 

There is some uncertainty as to the date when Keats and 
Severn first met. The latter wrote once that the event 
occurred so early as 1813, but as he added that Keats was 
then ** walking Guy's Hospital," it is clear that he was 
mistaken, for the poet had not then begun his hospital 
experiences. On the other hand, there is some likelihood 
that he met Keats either when the latter was staying at 
8, Dean Street, in the Borough, or in St. Thomas's Street ; 
and there seems no doubt that his introduction by William 
Haslam certainly was not later than the spring of 1816, 
just before Keats went to reside with his brothers in 
lodgings in the Poultry. It has been commonly asserted 
that the meeting occurred in 1817, and that the introducer 
was either Haslam, Holmes, or Haydon; but it is un- 
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questionable that Keats and Severn had met by the 
autumn of 1816 at latest, though probably in the spring of 
that year, if not, as I am inclined to believe, earlier.* 
Keats, despite his genial manner, was apt to be reticent 
with new acquaintances, and it is possible that when he 
first met Joseph Severn he was not sufficiently impressed to 
seek familiarity of intercourse ; while Severn, on his part, 
though he has stated several times how immediate and 
irresistible was the spell cast over him by the poet, may 
not have felt entitled to demand the privileges of friend- 
ship, particularly as he had then so little leisure, and, 
moreover, no lodgings to which he cared to invite a friend. 
In the MS. sketch entitled * My...Tedious Life,' Severn 
does explicitly state that the event happened in 1817, 
adding, " we soon became the greatest friends ; " but the 
genial artist s dates are at all times untrustworthy, and with 
one who used words so loosely, "soon" might indicate a 
few months as well as a few weeks, or even a year or so. 
From various vague statements in the MSS. it would 
appear that lengthy intervals occurred between the 
meetings of the friends during the first part of their 
acquaintanceship, and even when there was no longer 
any reserve betwixt them, but genuine affection and sym- 
pathy. Keats had many friends, Severn few, and, more- 
over, little leisure. Yet Severn seems to have resented 
any lengthy interval in seeing John, or for that matter 
George Keats, with whom he had also formed a firm 
friendship. There must, in all likelihood, have been an 
intimacy of some standing before George Keats would 
write as follows : — 

Harnpstead^ 

" Wednesday EvcniDg. 
*'Mt dear Fellow, 

** What a most unconscionable fellow you must be for fearing my brother 
has forgotten you without knowing the * how ' — and the ' why.' Take 



* In a letter to Charles Cowden Clarke, of 17th December, 1816, Keats 
alludes to Reynolds having promised to be with him that evening, and 
adds : ^ Yesterday I had the same promise from Severn. . . . ** 

O 
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my assurance that he has not ; that he has heard where your Picture is 
situate, and notwithstanding that disadvantige looks so well and attracts 
so much attention, pleases Haydon, and moreover, that a very clerkly 
written review of it has appeared in an esteemed magazine, and what the 
praise thus bestowed amounts to— all this he has heard within this week. 
Gan he, then, have forgotten the complaining Severn? I^ like that 
River 

' That makes sweet music with enamelPd stones. 

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 

He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And so by many winding nooks he strays. 

With willing sport, to the wild ocean.' 

** He shall know your feelings about the treatment of your picture, but I 
think he'll agree with me in thinking that all those who are likely to have 
tastes to boast of, will be pretty well acquainted with the delightful 
passage the directors of the exhibition have thought proper to omit. Who 
does not know one of the best jewels, set in the midst of the richest gems, 
that ever proceeded from the Brain of Man ? The Midtumimr Nighf$ 
Drtam is the masterpiece of fanciful Poetry — no exceptions— oh, yes, ITie 
Tempestf one! I have read them both since I have been here, all in 
green Fields, under green Hedges, and upon green Mounts, surrounded by 
nature in her prettiest dress, decked in the flowers of Spring. One may 
say with truth that Shakespeare carries you where he pleases, but the 
quicker the senses the more he is enjoyed — and how the free air of the 
hills quickens the Brain, I can witness. I did not know our grand, 
awful Bard till now, but now he comes upon me with all his light, 

darkening the name of every other votary in proportion ( might be 

*• The " with an omitted word, or perhaps " Jno ") is not just — I am taken 
by surprise — ^'tis true ! I could go on a great deal more of this sort — ^but 
*methinks I prattle something too wildly' — what profanation to place 
such a line here ; I deserve to be pilloried for it. Whatever may be the 
merits of this case about your picture, you may depend on victory, since 
Shakespeare will be sure to side with one who so well illustrates the 
pictures of his ima^iination. 'Twas my intention to have made you a 
visit on Monday when I was in town, but the villainous rain (I cannot 
say refreshing rain) kept me away ; as it was, I was soaked, and obliged 
to walk to Ham}>stead through it. Since then I have passed my 
threshold only once. To-morrow I shall be in town, but business of 
importance calls n)e another way than your house. If you should be 
mclined to spend a day in the Country, and have a look at the beautiful 
scenery of this place, please send a note mentioning the cay, and I will be 
careful to be in the way. I would offer you a bed, were that possible ; 
that it is not is a cause of regret to 

" Your friend, 

''Geoboe Keats. 

*' Ohtfrve. — Let mc know at least two days before you come^ unless 
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yoa choose to ran the risqae of my being from home, which I would not 
luLTc. — G. K. John and Tom are at Canterbury— (no time for more).** 

Intimacy, at any rate, did not begin till 181G, or possibly 
early in 1817. There is, at least, no question as to the 
profound impression made upon Sevem^by Keats. It was 
his good fortune to encounter in his youth, he says, one of 
those incidents which change or make the whole course of a 
man's life. 

** This was the congenial meeting with a young poet near my own agei* 
and so gifted with a bright imagination and with such channing manners, 
and with great communicativeness, f that I felt raised to the third 
heaTen. Fortunately for me we soon became the greatest friends, for 
thoe was much in common between us in addition to a mutual love of 
natore.** [This common love was in itself sufficient to form the basis of 
friendship, and later, if not at first, the two young men often went long 
walks together beyond Highgate Woods or across the Hampstead Weald. 
Their friendship was further based on an unequal reciprocity, he adds in 
effect :] ** on my part, in the reception of such intellectual largesse with a 
warm feeling of gratitude, and on his part, the freedom of generous 
bestowal of his mental richness, and the free imparting of his poetical 
gifts, as well as his taste in the arts, his knowledge of history, and his 
most fascinating power in the communication of these. Thus a new 
world was opened to me, and I was raised from the mechanical drudgery 
of my art to the hope of brighter and more elevated courses." 

What most impressed Severn was his new friend's 
lingular compactness; ''just as his mind was atune with 
the divine harmony,*' he wrote to a friend, "so he was 
in his bodily seK a melody of humanity." Though 
«mall of stature, " not more than three-quarters of an inch 
over five feet," he seemed taller, partly from the perfect 
symmetry of his frame, partly from his erect attitude and a 
characteristic backweurd poise (sometimes a toss) of the 
head, and, perhaps more than anything else, from a 

• Severn was the elder by two years. Keats was born in 1795. 

t This seems contradictory to what is said above, bat Keats was often 
frankly communicative with new acquaintances, though in intimacy 
sabject to moods of almost austere reticence. The circumstance of 
Severn's allusion to his "communicativeness'* as one of his immediately 
obvious traits goes to decide the question as to the date of their first 
meeting. 

c 2 
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peculiarly dauntless expression, such as may be seen ou the 
face of some seamen. Severn noticed too, even then, the 
almost fleunelike intensity of Keats*s eager glances when he 
was keenly excited or interested; "they were like the 
hazel eyes of a wild gipsy-maid in colour," he said once, 
" set in the face of a young god." The only time Keats 
appeared to him as small of stature was when he was 
reading, or when he was walking rapt in some deep reverie ; 
when the chest fell in, the head bent forward as though 
weightily overburdened, and the eyes seemed almost to 
\ throw a light before his face. In some of the walks they 
took together Severn was astonished by his companion's 
faculty of observation. Nothing seemed to escape him, the 
song of a bird and the undemote of response from covert or 
hedge, the rustle of some animal, the changing of the 
green and brown lights and furtive shadows, the motions of 
the wind — just how it took certain tall flowers and plants 
— and the wayfaring of the clouds : even the features and 
gestures of passing tramps, the colour of one woman's hair, 
the smile on one child's face, the furtive animalism below 
the deceptive humanity in many of the vagrants, even 
the hats, clothes, shoes, wherever these conveyed the 
remotest hint as to the real self of the wearer. / Withal, 
even when in a mood of joyous observance, ^witli flow 
of happy spirits^ he would suddenly become taciturn, not 
because he was tired, not even because his mind was 
suddenly wrought to some bewitching vision, but from 
a profound disquiet which he could not or would not 
explain. Certain things aflfected him extremely, parti- 
cularly when "a wave was billowing through a tree," 
as he described the uplifting surge of air among 
swaying masses of chestnut or oak foliage, or when, 
afar ofi*, he heard the wind coming across woodlands. 
" The tide ! the tide ! " he would cry delightedly, and 
spring on to some stile, or upon the low bough of a wayside 
tree, and watch the passage of the wind upon the meadow- 
grasses or young com, not stirring till the flow of air was all 
around him, while an expression of rapture made his eyea 



COUNTRY WALKS WITH KEATS. 21 



gleam and his face glow till he ^ would look sometimes like 
a wild fawn waiting for some cry from the forest-depths," or 
like " a young eagle staring with proud joy " before taking 
flight. This '^ eagle " appearance of Keats at certain times 
much impressed Severn. ^^He was a nightingale only 
when he sang," he remarked to a friend once ; " at other 
times he was a wild hawk." " I can never forget the wine- 
like lustre of Keats's eyes," he said, on another occasion, 
^ just like those of certain birds which habitually front the 
sun." " Those falcon-eyes," as he wrote in his account of 
the poet's last desperate days. 

The only thing that would bring Keats out of one of his 
fits of seeming gloomful reverie — when he would answer 
with cold, almost harsh brevity, or not at all, although his 
eyes would have no hardness, but appeared larger than 
usual and as though veiled in profound shadows : so darkly 
pathetic, as Severn thought long afterward, though he did 
not specially no^ this at the time, that the poet might 
have been a woman consumed by some secret and fatal 
anguish, rather than the bright, joyous, and genial, even 
jovial, Keats — the only thing, during those country-rambles, 
that would bring the poet "to himself again" was the 
motion ^* of the inland sea " he loved so well, particularly 
the violent passage of wind across a great field of barley. 
From fields of oats or barley, Severn declared once, it was 
almost impossible to allure him ; he would stand, leaning 
forward, listening intently, watching with a bright serene 
look in his eyes and sometimes with a slight smile, the 
tumultuous passage of the wind above the grain. The sea, 
or thoughtKK)mpelling images of the sea, always seemed to 
restore him to a happy calm. Naturally these were 
memorable walks for the impressionable young painter, 
who from the first was conscious that he was enjoying the 
companionship of a master-spirit. 

But ere the acquaintanceship had grown into intimacy, 
and while Severn saw rather more of George Keats than 
of his elder brother, he was preparing for an ambitious 
encounter with fate. The picture^ alluded to in George 
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Keats's letter, *Hermia and Helena,' brought neither 
profit, direct or indirect, nor praise from those quarters 
where the artist most eagerly wished it to come : and for a 
time Severn was almost in despair. But gradually he 
discovered that he was making way in the " Antique " class 
at the Academy, and that not only his fellow students but 
one or two artists of high standing, including Fuseli (then 
Keeper), were attracted by his rapid progress. He grudged 
neither time nor labour in the eflbrt to approach mastery in 
draughtsmanship. Thus, in his determination to succeed 
in a perfect drawing of the Laocoon group he strove (after 
his day's employment under Mr. Bond, his couple of hours' 
careful drawing at the '^ Antique " class, and his long walk 
out to his father's house in Hoxton) for two hours each 
evening throughout a whole ^winter. During the evenings 
of the ensuing summer he worked away at a drawing of 
two Gladiators fighting, and felt no small encouragement 
when Fuseli complimented him upon his success and 
began to take a genuine interest in him. One day 
Severn read an announcement about the Grand Prize in 
Historical Painting. His heart beat with excitement i\& 
the idea flashed across his mind to try to win, or at least 
make a creditable struggle for it, notwithstanding his 
inexperience in painting in oils ; though his courage sank 
almost to vanishing-point when he read further that the 
prize had not been awarded for twelve years, as no com- 
petitor had proved himself suflSciently worthy to carry it 
ofl*. He had need to remember all the encouragement he 
had received at the " School " of late, even in the life-class ; 
where, he records, he was first set to draw the feet of 
Hercules, from a model,*and found himself companioned 
by a young artist afterwards to become famous as Sir 
Edwin Landseer. Yet even then he hardly dared to 
regard himself as worthy to be a candidate for a prize, 
the winning of which would mean more than customary 
repute. The subject, however, allured him. Keats had 
spoken to him enthusiastically about Spenser, and had read 
and recited passages of The FaiHe Qneene till Severn had 
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been fired to an ardour which would not rest content with- 
out possession of the precious volume. He had come to love 
the poem almost as much as did the young poet, though 
naturally enough it did not give him the same ecstatic 
pleasure in its subtle under-music and quaint, picturesque, 
vivid, happy epithets. Thus it was that, when he read in 
the announcement that the motive for the prize-picture 
was to be found in Spenser's lines descriptive of the seizure 
by Una of the dagger from the despairful Bed Cross knight, 
he felt as though the scene were in a sense familiar to him. 
When, later, he told Keats the subject of his picture, the 
poet smiled with pleasure, and at once repeated the lines of 
the fifty-second stanza. 

" Which whenas Una saw, through every vaine 
The crudled cold ran to her well of life, 
As in a swowne ; but, soone relivM againe, 
Out of his hand she snacht the cursed knife, 
And threw it to the ground, enraged rife, 
And to him said ; ' Fie, fie, faint-hearted Knight ! 
What meanest thou by this reproachful strife? 
Is this the battaile which thou vaunl'st to fight 
With that fire-mouth W Dragon horiiblo and brij^ht?" 

— (7%c Fairie Queene^ Bk. I., Canto x.) 

So much for the subject. As to the size of the canvas, 
Severn saw to his relief that it was to be an ordinary half- 
length, that is 4 ft. 2 in. by 3 ft. 4 in. There was a year's 
time before him in which to work at it, and he began forth- 
with to think over the subject, make studies for the four 
figures, and accustom himself to painting in oils. It was 
to this end that he also ambitiously began another picture, 
that alluded to in George Eeats's already quoted letter. It 
was this Shakesperian picture which was his first attempt 
in oils, and not, as sometimes stated, the prize-painting of 
* The Cave of Despair.' The subject was a figure-study of 
Hermia and Helena in A Midsummer Night's Dream, which 
Severn had been reading at the instigation of Keats. 

Having quite, or nearly, completed ' Hermia and Helena,' 
Severn set himself in earnest to attempt ^The Gave of 
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Despair' — a title, he says, which was only too painfully 

significant of his state of mind. The picture was in part 

i painted in the winter, in a cold room without a fire and with 

I insufficient light. The progress made was slight, partly 

because the artist persevered in secrecy concerning his under- 
I taking, and mainly from the circumstance of his inability to 

; devote to it more than the brief leisure when he was not 

occupied with the painting of his miniatures. With these 
small portraits he had gained some success. Miniatures 
were frequently commissioned, and though his prices 
ranged only from half-a-guinea to three guineas — more 
often the smaller sum — yet he was fortunate in having 
found even this demand for his artistic work. So well, in- 
deed, was he progressing that if he had not resolved to do 
something in oil-painting he would probably have become 
a professional painter of miniatures in water-colours. Not- 
withstanding his industry in this direction, however, he 
found it difficult to obtain what he most needed. When the 
cold weather set in he had to paint, as already stated, 
without a fire — except, he adds, that supplied by his own 
enthusiasm. In two of his ^ Beminiscences ' he alludes to 
the fEkct of his having painted the limbs of the figure of 
Despair from his own naked shivering legs, as seen in a 
looking-glass in the chill morning or afternoon light. Often 
he thought of giving up the task as one beyond his means ; 
but as time advanced he became more and more determined 
to go on with his attempt. Ere long the painting of the 
picture had become a kind of passion with him. With 
ever fresh hope and determination lie .devQted all his spare 
time to it, and finally sold his few treasured possessions, 
including his watch and his books, so that he might not 
lack the materials he required.* 

* That there were bright episodes as well is evident from a passage in 
a letter of Keats to his brothers, dated from Featherstoue Buildings, on 
the 5th of tianuary, 1818. At that time Charles Wells, author of 
'Joseph and his Brethren,' &c., lived in Featherstoue Buildings, and 
Keats saw much of him. " Wells and Severn dined with me yesterday. 
We had a very pleasant day .... we enjoyed ourselves very much ; 
were all very witty and full of Rhymes. We played a concert from four 
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In coarse of time the canvas was duly despatched to the 
Soyal Academy, and Severn's mind relaxed to " a certain 
despairful ease." About the end of October he received 
the following letter from Eeats : — 

" WtlUworih Place, 
" Wednesday [October 27lh ? 1819.] 
'" Dkab Seveek, 

" Either your joke about stajing at Lome is a very old one or I 
really caU'd. I don't remember doiog so. I am glad to bear you have 
firkiab'd the Picture, and am more anxious to see it than I have time to 
spore; for I have been so very lax, unemployed, unmeridianM, and object- 
less these two mouths that I even grudge indulging (and that is no great 
indulgence considering the Lecture is not over lill 9, and the lecture 
room seven miles from Wentworth Place) myself by going tn Hazlitt's 
Lecture. If you have hours to the amount of a brace of doitens to throw 
away yon may sleep nine of them hero in your little crib and chat the resti 
When your Picture is nji and in a good li^lit I shall mako a point of 
raeetiDg you at the Academy if yon will let ma kuow when. If you 
dkould be at the Lecture tcraorrow evening 1 shall see you — and con- 
gratulate you heartjly — Haslam I know is very Beadle to an amorous 

sigh. 

" Your sincere friend, 

" JoBN Keats." 

Severn was glad that he had worked so hard, and, though 
-conseiotis of the fact that he had gained some valuable 
artistic knowledge during its composition, yet his ambitious 
deed now seemed to him little short of preposterous. Yet 
he knew that his hazard was to prove the turning-point in 
his Art life, whatever its result. 

The early winter-weeks passed without any news, though 
Severn attended the students' class at the Academy everj' 
evening ; but about the beginning of December a rumour 
spread that the Council had decided to award a Gold 
Medal, though none had been given for twelve years, not- 
withstanding the fact that among the competitors bad been 
several sons of Academicians. 

o'clock till ten .... Sevrm tells me he has Hn order for some drawings 
for the Emperor of ItuBsia." There is no other record of his serious illness 
in tbe autumn of 1818 than the allusiun in a letter of Keati to his 
brother Qeorge and bis sister-in-law, writt<.>n in mid-October. " Severn 
Juts bad a narrow escape of his lite from a Typhus fever: he is now 
gaining strength." 
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The name of each competing student was in turn bruited 
about as that of the favoured indiTidual, and Seyem had the 
doubtful pleasure of hearing his picture alluded to as '^ the 
dark horse that might win" — doubtful, because he had 
always the mortification of hearing the suggestion scouted, 
and, indeed, of believing that it was a mere play of guess- 
work and that he had no chance. Still, the praise he 
obtained from one or two friends gave him encouragement, 
and though he could not persuade his angry and sorrowing 
father, or surly Mr. Bond, to go and see the picture where it 
hung, he had the pleasure of inducing Keats, among others, 
- to inspect it. 

In answer to Severn's letter of the 4th December, Keats, 
replied two days later as follows : — 

** Weniworili Place [Hampstead\f 

" Monday Mom. 
** My deab Skvebx, 

" I am very sorry that on Taesday I have an appointment in the 
City of an undeforrable nature ; and Brown * on the same day Las some 
business at Gruildball. I have not been able to figure your manner of 
executing the Gave of Despair, therefore it will be at any rate a novelty 
and surprise to me — I trust on the right side. I shall call upon you some 
morning shortly early enough to catch you before you can get out — when 
we will proceed to the Academy. I think you must be suited with a 
good painting light in your bay window. I wish you to return the com- 
pliment by going with me to see a Poem I have hung up for the Prize iu 
the Lecture Boom of the Surrey Institution. I have many rivab; the 
most threatening are ' An Ode to Lord Castlereagh/ and a new series of 
Hymns for the New, New Jerusalem ChapeL You had best put me into 
your Cave of Despair. 

** Ever yours sincerely, 

" John Keats." 

Keats was delighted with his friend's picture, though he 
had himself conceived a very different setting for the 
episode; and he even ventured to prophesy that if tho 
work did not gain the medal it would be the most honour- 
able of the failures. Personally, he liked it the best of the 
several competitive canvases. Though, as he protested, ho 

* Charles Armitage Rn>wn, afterwards (and till Lis death in 184*2) the 
most intimate friend of Severn as well as uf Keats. 
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was no jadge in the technical merits of painting, Keats had 
so quick a sympathy with, and bo sure an insight into Art, 
that Sevetn felt greatly encour^ed. 

The 10th of December was the date when the name of 
the successful competitor was to be published. Already 
there had been jealous whisperings to the effect that Joseph 
Severn, the miniature-painter, was, for all his inexperience, 
to be the fortunate man ; but even when he overheard 
the rumour lie could not realise the chance as anything 
more than a vague possibility. The ceremony was to 
be held in the Council Boom, which had been specially 
prepared for the occasion, and all thd'students were invited. 
" The solemnity was increased," adds Severn, " by the 
ceremony taking place in the evening after eight o'clock." 

Frizes were to be given to three students, it was announced, 
and the Gold Medal for painting, so long unawarded, was 
to be bestowed upon a young candidate whose efforts were 
all the more praiseworthy in that he was entirely self-taught. 
After this preliminary announcement there ensued a few 
moments' strained silence. Then, to the bewilderment of 
the successful, student, and perhaps to the surprise of most 
present, the President ihentioned Joseph Severn as the 
Gold M^allist. 

As soon as the Gold Sledal was placed in the successful 
competitor's hands, and he could get away, Severn made 
haste to carry home the news. He writes that when he 
reached home hiirfatber had gone to bed in despair at his 
son's inveterate folly. He ran up to his room, and with a 
few eager words told his good fortune. His father looked 
incredulonn, and inclined to be angry at what fae resented 
as worse than levity ; but " the sight of the lai^e Gold 
Medal weighing some half a pound instantly enabled him 
to believe, and see the truth that I could be an artist 
without ' apprenticeship to the business.' " 

Severn was delighted with his success, but, some fifteen 
years later, in a fragmentary chapter of autobiography, be 
wrote : " For the first time there seemed a chance for me, 
but only seemed ; for the solid pudding never showed, and 
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all I got was such an amount of ugly envy that I was 
obliged to forsake the Royal Academy." 

So there was nothing for it but miniature-painting once 
more, and the familiar difficulties and worries. It was at 
this time that Keats's friendship meant much to him. The 
two young men saw each other frequently, Eeats often 
journeying to London expressly to see Severn and to go 
with him to the National Gallery, the Sculpture galleries 
of the British Museum, and elsewhere. Severn, also, often 
made his way to Hampstead, generally for an afternoon 
walk, though occasionally he stayed overnight with a friend 
who lived in the neighbourhood. On these occasions he 
met Leigh Hunt, Haydon, Reynolds, Haslam, Charles 
Brown, and several others, though he seems to have formed 
intimate friendship with Brown and George Eeats only. 
Haslam, as we have seen, he already knew and greatly liked. 

Early in 1819, after he had been " driven away from the 
Academy," he gave up his lodging in Gt)8well Street, and 
went to reside again at his father's house in Hoxton. 
Thence it was easy for him to reach Hampstead, and, as a 
matter of fact, he declares that he had almost daily inter- 
course with Eeats. So interested* was the latter in every- 
thing concerning Art that he was always glad to learn 
anything he could about the technique of painting ; and 
his friend tells how their frequent communion was really 
mutual instruction. The poet learned much about certain 
mysteries of line and colour, and it was through those 
lessons that he came to see how greatly his much-admired 
friend Haydon had over-estimated his powers. One great 
debt, on the other hand, the older owed to the younger. He 
was almost wholly ignorant of the charm and beauty of the 
old Greek myths, of ancient classic literature and art ; yet 
from no scholar, in the common sense of the term, could he 
liave learned so much. 

Eeats, therefore, was to Severn as a young Moses, dis- 
closing a golden land of promise. The world had a new 
meaning for him ; no doubt he often saw the familiar 
Hampstead Heath through the same glamour as it was 
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viewed by his friend. He was proud of having taken 
Keats to see the Elgin marbles and of having pointed out 
their beauty, but he had not really understood them aright 
till his novice had enabled him to see with a new and 
happier vision. It was not till after the poet's death, 
however, and when Severn was alone in Rome and with the 
sense that it was to be his home, that he realised how deep 
was his indebtedness. ** Rome," he says, " the real Rome 
would never have become a joy to me— not, at any rate, for 
a very long time, and even then with diflBculty and at best 
obscurely — had it not been for Eeats's talks with me about 
the Greek spirit, — the Religion of the Beautiful, the Reli- 
gion of Joy, as he used to call it. All that was finest in 
sculpture — and, as I came to see directly or indirectly, all 
that was finest too in painting, in everything — was due to 
that supreme influence. * I never cease to wonder at edl 
that incarnate Delight,' Keats remarked to me once : nor 
do I either, now that in inferior measure I too see something 
of what he saw." 

" Keats," he remarked once to a. friend, " made me in love 
with the real living Spirit of the past. He was the first to 
point out to me how essentially modem that Spirit is : ' It's 
an immortal youth,' he would say, ' just as there is no Now 
or Then for the Holy Ghost.' " 

It was a time of earnest effort and keen living for both 
young men, and Severn was ever wont to recall with lingering 
memory the days when he and Keats were " in almost daily 
intercourse." 

From the moment of their first meeting, the elder had 
been deeply impressed by the genius of the younger. 
Writing of this some five-and-fifty years later he alludes to 
his newly-won friend's " poetical gifts, his taste in the Arts, 
his knowledge of history, his most fascinating power of 
communicating all these. Thus a new world was opened to 
me, and I was raised from the mechanical drudgery of my 
Art to the hope of brighter and more elevated courses." 
** The first example for me of his magic power," he adds, 
" was the * Sonnet on First Reading Chapman's Homer.' " 
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" I conftna that at the moment he recited it to me I also felt like Cortez 
when he Htaied at the Pacific with a wild lumuK, for the young poet in 
me realised the truth and beautj of hi* words. My astoniahment was all 
the gjealer, as T did not know of any youDg poet who bad galled up such 
apirit of completeaessin liis first attempt. Ikoew the fiist works of Burtig 
and of Bjron, and tbey could not compare with these first attempts of my 
friend. Even Chatterton seemed to me inferior in the poetical fire which 
cbancterised John Keats." 

The circle of friends to which he was introduced vas one 
very different fxova that to which he was accnstomed at 
home. Whenever Keats was away &om Hampstead, how- 
eTer, Serem either ceased to care to go thither or fancied 
that his visits would he unwelcome, for at that time he was 
keenly alive to his half real, half sapersensitirely imagined 
intellectual shortcomings, and apt to apprehend boredom on 
account of his company when none existed. Occasionally 
he ivTote to George Eeats to this effect, but that plain- 
spoken individual would promptly reply as follows; for 
example : — 

"Bampamd, 

" Tuesday. 

" Mv DFAB SlB, 

" Have the goodness never to complain again about bdng forgotten. 
How many invitations have you received from me ? How many have you 
answemi? To the former queatioa may be answered 'a dozen '; to the 
latter, ' not oue ' ! Has SumpsoQ done more execution than the Jews ever 
wished, or Joseph Severn inlendeil ? ... If yon are completely disabled 
I can do ivo other than jiardon you ; but, on the eoQtrary, if you have two 
fingers left on your right hand, throw pardon to curs. You shall be 
executod, torturcii until your liair turn grey, or I'll pray the fat«s to direct 
a thuciiU'r-bolt through the broken roof of your Philistine temple, making 
the destruction of yaur ranvaa more dreadful than was the actual event. 
Unless you bvhave better I'll do such deedj, what they are I know not, — 

' I'll shoe a troop of horse with felt," and . John will be in tomi 

again soiiu. When he if, I will let you know and repeat my invitation. 
He sojourns at present at Bo Peep, near Hastings. Tom'a remembratice?, 



Uiit before tho intimacy became "almost daily," Eeats and 
Soveni had mnuy occasions for seeing much of each other : 
oven in Limdoii. In the early winter of 1817, Eeats, to 
ubligo Reynolds, ngn.'od to act as theatrical critic on the 
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staff of a paper called The Cliampion^ and as the work was 
not of an exigent order he had ample time to spend in the 
company of friends. Late one evening (in January, 1818) 
" he burst into my lodging, when I was toiling late at my 
miniature-painting," and with eager elation described 
a supper-party, of which an hour or two earlier he had been 
one. When on a former occasion he had met Words- 
worth he had been somewhat chilled by the great man's 
reception of him, and by his sole comment on his 
Hymn to Pan (from *Endymion*), — "a pretty piece of 
Paganism." He was, therefore, as much surprised as 
delighted when Wordsworth called and invited him to 
supper. When he reached his host's lodging he found one 
or two other friends there, and altogether spent a memorable 
evening. Haydon has left a vivid account of the supper- 
party at his own house, the '^ immortal dinner/' as he calls 
it, when the two poets first met : but he seems to have 
enjoyed it more than the youngest of his guests, who fobnd 
Wordsworth serenely frigid, and Charles Lamb "on the 
down-hill side of tipsydom." Haydon, the irrepressible, 
at least had the faculty of seeing his friends, as well as his 
own achievements, in an ideal light ; and he was generous 
enough to believe that the almost unknown young poet was 
one of the most remarkable of his guests. " Wordsworth's 
fine intonation, as he quoted Milton and Virgil, Keats's 
eager inspired look. Lamb's quaint sparkle of latent humour, 
so speeded the stream of conversation," he declares, that he 
never spent a more delightful time. 

Among the transcripts which Severn made of his friend's 
early poems was one of a newly- written sonnet which Keats 
read to him one January evening, beginning " Golden- 
tongued Romance viiih serene lute." He had copied it, from 
a letter to his brothers, then in Devonshire, for John Hamilton 
Beynolds. Of all his friends, Keats at this time seemed to 
delight most in the companionship of Reynolds : there- 
after, perhaps, of Severn, whom once he assured laughingly 
that^he was " the most astonishingly suggestive innocent " 
he had ever met. Severn's love of Art, musical taste, and 
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genuine if haphazard appreciation of the beautiful in lite- 
rature had no slight influence in the moulding of his friend's 
poetic nature : for even in his own sphere of poetry Keats 
occasionally learned from his pupil, as when the urgent 
suasion of the latter led him to the study of * Paradise Lost/ 
which hitherto he had neglected or glanced at with indif- 
ference. Eeats, on the other hand, every time he went with 
Severn to the Sculpture Galleries, or to Picture Exhi- 
bitions, learned something or gained some suggestive hint. 
One day, early in their friendship, for example, the young 
artist waxed so enthusiastic about Titian's ^ Bacchus ' that 
a visit was specially made to the National Gallery. Eeats 
was deeply impressed, and soon after read to his friend the 
now fjEtmous description of Bacchus and his crew in * Endy- 
mion.' He went again and again to see the Elgin marbles, 
and would sit for an hour or more at a time beside 
them rapt in revery. On one such occasion Severn came 
upon the young poet, with eyes shining so brightly and 
face so lit up by some visionary rapture, that he stole 
quietly away without intrusion : less considerate than the 
foppish acquaintance who, Keats told Severn, joined him one 
afternoon in front of the marbles, viewe<l them condescend- 
ingly through an eye-glass, and, having obtruded his com- 
pany and his vapid remarks for an unwelcome length of 
time, ended by saying, "Yes, I believe, Mr. Keats, we 
may admire these works safely." 

Keats did not long occupy his post of deputy dramatic 
critic, and before the first February spring-days had come 
was back at his lodgings in Hampstead. " It was a delight 
to me," says Severn, " to stroll over to Well Walk across 
the fields from smoky London, to enjoy and profit by the 
brightness of his genius — the more so as he received me 
invariably with cordiality, and always found a way of appa- 
rently making me equal to himself." Severn frequently 
took his miniatures to finish at Hampstead, nominally so as 
to get backgrounds for them, but really for the pleasure of 
his friend's company. " They were my excuse," he adds» 
" for obtruding my miniature self on his superior society." 



/ 
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In the same set of reminisceDces ho tells how he first met 
Wordsworth : and as this was the famous occasion on which 
the author of ' The Excursion ' damped the ardour of his 
youngest rival by his indifferent praise, the record may be 
given in the writer's own words :— 

" On these occasions Keats introduced me to many of his friends, mostly 
literary men, with the exception of Haydon, the historical painter, who, at 
the same time his work interested me, almost frightened me hy his exces- 
sive vanity and presumption. At was in his house that, in the company of 
Keats, I first met the famous poet Wordsworth ; when, also, were present 
Leigh Hunt and Reynolds. The hurden of conversation was the fashion 
of a vegetable diet, which was then being pursued by many, led on by the 
poet Shelley-Jenthusiasts who had persevered for some time, to the injury 
of their constitutions and the artistic ap|)earance of their coimteDancesH 
Leigh Hunt most eloquently discussed the charms and advantages of these 
vegetable banquets, depicting in glowiug words the cauliflowers swimming 
in melted butter, and the peas and beans never profaned with animal gravy. ' 
In the midst of his rhapsody he was interrupted by the venerable Words- 
worth, who begged permission to ask a question. * If,' he said, * by chance 
of good luck they ever met with a caterpillar, they thanked their stars for 
the delicious morsel of animal food.' [Haydon, it appears, was for a time a 
vegetarian in practice, and almost a fanatic in his advocacy of the goo<l 
cause.] " This absurdity," Severn resumes, " all came to an end by an ugly 
discovery. Haydon, whoso ruddy face had kept the other enthusiasts^ 
from sinking under their scanty diet — for they clung fondly to the hope 
that they would become like him, although they increased daily in pallor 
and leanness — this Haydon was discovered one day coming out of a chop- 
house. He was promptly taxed with treachery, when he honestly confessed 
that every day after the vegetable repast he ate a good beef-steak. This 
fact plunged the others in despair, and Leigh Hunt assured me that on 
vegetable diet his constitution had received a blow from which he had 
never recovered. With Shelley it was different, for he was by nature 
formed to regard animal food repulsively. It was on this occasion [Severn 
proceeds after his ' aside ' about vegetarianism] that Keats was requested 
by Haydon to recite his classical Ode to Pan from his unfinished poem 
' Kndy mion ;' which he forthwith gave with natural eloquence and great 
pathos. When he had finished, we all looked in silence to Wordsworth 
for praise of the young poet. After a moment's pause, he coolly remarked, 
'A very pretty piece of Paganism,' and with this cold water thrown upon 
us we all broke up." 

Following this account are a few passages concerning 
Haydon, who was at this time occupied with his picture 
of * Christ entering Jerusalem.' When finished, the painter 
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invited many distinguished artists to see it, among them 
the sarcastic Northcote, who remarked : " Mr. Haydon, your 
ass is the saviour of your picture " — " which severe critique 
was actually true, for the animal was most wonderfully 
painted, so wonderfully as to attract the eye at once." 

Wordsworth one day complained that he found no 
advance in the picture since the time he had previously 
examined it, on an earlier visit to London. " Mr. Haydon," 
he said, '' if you ever adopt a nickname, as the old painters 
did, it must be Tenyears [Teniers] ; for you have been ten 
years about this work." 

In the spring of 1819, Severn, encouraged by the success 
of his ' Cave of Despair,' decided to send his first oil painting, 
* Hermia and Helena/ to the Boyal Academy. By this 
time, also, he had become fairly successful, in a moderate 
way, as a miniature-painter, and could occasionally in- 
didge in the pleasure of painting one or other of his 
friends "for love." Naturally, he wished to paint Keats, 
who willingly agreed; and so, during the winter, the 
painting was duly made and much admired by Keats's 
brothers and friends.* Partly to please his friend, partly 
in the hope of drawing attention to the almost un- 
known young writer, and partly, no doubt, for his own 
sake, Severn was anxious to send the miniature also to the 
Koyal Academy. He wrote to Keats, and told him of his 
intention, and in reply received the following letter, 
addressed to him at new rooms he had recently taken, 
situated in Frederick Place, in the Goswell Road : — 



** Weni worth Place, 

" Monday Afternoon. 
•• My deab Severn, 

'* Your note gave me some pain, not on my own account, but on yours. 
Of course I should never suflfer any petty vanity of mine to hinder you in 
any wise ; and therefore I should say, * Put the miniature in the exhibi- 
tion/ if only myself was to be hurt. But, will it not hurt you ? What 



• It was about this time [end of 1818 or early in 1819] that the 
silhouette here reproduced was made. 
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food can it do lo any future picture ? Even a large picture !a lost in that 
oantiug place — what a drop of water in the ocean is a miniature I Thoaa 
who loight chance to see it, for the most part, if they had ever heard of 
either of ua, and knew what we were and of what years, would laugh at 
the puff of the one and the vanity of the other. 1 am, however, in tlieae 
matters a very bad judge, and would advise you to act in a way that 
appears to youraelf the beat for your intereet. ^s your ' Hennia and 
Helena * ia finished aend that without the prolt^uo of a miniatore. I shall 
see you soon, if yon do not pay me. a visit sooner. There's a Bull 
ibr yuu. 

" Youn, ever Mooerely, 

"JoHK Keats.'' 

Eowever, Eeata was easily won to consent to liis friend's 
wish ; indeed, by this time, he bad, as Severn records, 
begun to show a more and more frequent and more pro- 
longed apathy. His immense vitality bad enabled turn 
to withstand, with little apparent discomfiture, the insi' 
dious approach of the deadly complaint which, no doubt, 
bad been induced, or at least hastened, by bis undue 
exposure to damp and fatigue while tramping through the 
"West Highlands with his friend Brown. Though a journey 
much enjoyed by Keats, and one ever memorable to lovers 
of poetry, it was otherwise unfortunate.* Severn was asked 

* There may be given here a variant of Keata'a poem, ' On Fingal's 
Cave.' Thi« poem was teritten in Oban in July, 1818, when the author 
and Charles Brown were on their pedeBtrian trip in Scotland. The . 
revised version was interpolated by Seats in his letter to hia brother Tom 
of 23rd and 26th July ; that is, in the latter portion. A copy of the first 
draft was made hy Brown, and by him seat to Severn. 

Oh Fihoal's Gate. 

A Fragment. 

Not Aladdin magian 
Ever Huch a work began. 
Not the wizard of the Dee 
Ever such a dream could see ; 
Not Saint John in Patmos Isle, 
In the passion of hie toil, 
When he saw the churches seven, 
Qolden-aisl'd, built up in heav'n, 
Gaz'd on such a rugged wonder J 
As I stood its roofing under, 
IjO ! I saw one sleepily there 
On the marble cold and bare. 
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to join the party, and Haslam also ; but neither was able 
to go, the former mainly from lack of fonds to assist him 



While the surges washM hia feet, 

Aod his gannents white did beat^ 

Drench'd about the sombre rocks ; 

On his neck his well-grown locks. 

Lifted drj above the main, 

Were upon the curl again. 

" What is this? and what art thou? " 

Whisper'd I, and touch'd his brow. 

•* What art thou ? and what is this ? " 

Whisper'd I, and strove to kiiss 

The spirit's hand, to wake his eyes, — 

Up he started in a trice. 

" I am Lycidas/' said he, 

" Fam'd in funeral minstrelsy ! 

This was architectur'd thus 

By the great Oceanus ! 

Here his mighty waters play 

Hollow organs all the day ; 

Here his dolphins, one and all. 

Finny palmers, great and small, 

Come to pay devotion due, — 

Each a mouth of pearls must strew. 

Many a mortal of these days 

Dares to pass our sacred ways, 

Dares to touch audaciously 

This cathedral of the sea. 

Here a fledgy sea-bird quire 

Soars for ever ; holy fire 

I have hid from mortal man, 

Proteus is my Sacristan ! 

But the dulled eye of mortal 

Has dar'd to pass the rocky portal, 

So for ever will I leave 

Such a taint, and soon unweave 

All the magic of the place." 

« « « 4 



The most notable variation is the absence in this earlier version of the 
two lines coming in as thirty-ninth and fortieth in the later : — 

I have heeii the Pontiff priest , 
Where the ivaters never rest. 

In the later too, the forty-first line is adapted to the above interpolation 
by the substitution of Where for Here. The addition of 

So saying J with a spiriCs glance 
He dived 

seems to have been an afterthought with Keats. The verse does not 
occur ill this copy: though it is faintly pencilled below, in another's 
writing, which seems to me that of Keats. The other variations, «>. 
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over even a very, short journey, and also from his unwilling- 
ness to cut himself adrift from what seemed his only safe 
course if ever he were to do anything in Art. 

One thing after another, says Severn, - wrought at this 
time to the imdoing of his friend. A fever of the mind, 
independent of the slow consuming evil fretting at the 
edges of vitality, waxed and waned, exciting soul and body 
to fierce activities and leaving them again to prostrating 
apathies, ^' to an apathy that was oftener akin to despair 
than to mere dejection." 

During the autumn of 1818 Severn saw little of Keats. 
When they did meet, he noticed that his friend was dis- 
traught and without that look of falcon-like alertness which 
was so characteristic of him ; and, later, that his face was 
often haggard and his eyes strained, as though after pro- 
longed and harassing vigils. Once Eeats told his always 
sympathetic comrade that not only was his brother dying, 
but that with the ebbing tide of life was going more and 
more of his own vitality. It certainly seemed as though [ 
the poet were losing strength and energy, for he ceased 
to take much interest in intellectual matters, and declared 
himseK unable to take long walks or even indulge in any 
unnecessary exercise. Alarmed by something that Haslam 
had told him, as to the frequency of a watcher by the bed- 
side of a dying consumptive patient succumbing sooner 
or later to the same malady, Severn did his utmost to 
persuade Eeats to take rooms near his brother, rather 
than actually live with him, or at least to obtain the 
assistance of a nurse ; and he even volunteered to release 
his Mend of his night-duties occasionally, but without 
avail. Ere long the end came, though not until Eeats 




20) full stop at brow, ; (1^°© 23) comma and dash after eye«, — ; 

line 24) full stop at trice. ; (line 31) "Here his dolphins, one and all," ; 
(line 39 MS.)'^ere; (line 40) semicolon only after ever; and Hdyi 
(line 44) ^E<u dat'd to pass the rocky portal/* 
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had brought himself to the verge of illness. It wa» 
SoTem's intention to persuade his Mend to accompany him 
on a trip to Cornwall for a few weeks, to distract him after 
Tom's death ; but that event occurred early in December, 
and during a season of inclement weather, and so the 
half-formed plan fell through. Nevertheless Keats wa» 
persuaded by Charles Brown to leave the rooms where he 
had suffered so much, and where he had seen his dearly 
loved brother slowly die, and to reside at his friend's house.* 
Early in the spring of 1819, probably about the end of 
February or in March, Keats, to all appearances in fjEor 
health again, took Severn to call upon some ^valued 
friends and neighbours" — a Mrs. and Miss Brawne, who 
resided in the other portion of Wentworth Place, and 
so were next door to Brown and his fellow-lodger. But 
neither then nor till the poet's last days in Bome did 
Severn realise the depth and passion of Keats's love for 
Fanny Brawne; he was not even aware of any definite 
engagement, though of course he knew that the poet was 
in love. Keats was very reticent, even with his most inti- 
mate friends, and as he could be fiercely jealous, Severn, 
as well as the others, thought it wiser to invite no con- 
fidences, t Severn, indeed, despite certain contradictory 
statements of his own in later life, knew that there was love 
on one side at any rate — Brown's letters to him, both before 
and during the sad early days in Bome, alone affording 
sufficient proof of this — but in any case he was a prejudiced 
witness, for to him Fanny Brawne always seemed a cold and 
conventional mistress. Beminiscently, he alluded to her 
as like the draped figure in Titian's picture of * Sacred and 
Profane Love ; ' but on the first occasion of meeting her he 
does not seem to have been at all deeply, or even favourably, 

• Wentworth Place, in John Street, Hampstead. Now known as Lawn 
Bank. 

t That there was some feeling of this kind on the part of Keats seems 
to be bome out by a remark in a letter to him from Aliss Brawne, and by 
his reply : '* 1 mention a part of your letter which hurt me ; you say^ 
speaking of Mr. Severn, ' but you must be satisfied in knowing that I 
admirod you much more than your friend.' " 
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impressed. No doubt Keats noticed that his friend was not 
enthusiastic about Miss Brawne ; possibly, indeed, Severn, 
with his usual frankness, may have been too outspoken in 
his strictures upon a style of beauty which had no fascina- 
tion for him. On the other hand, he conceived a liking 
for Mrs. Brawne, who was interested in the young artist, 
and pleased with his gentle and conciliatory grace of 
manner. 

Yet it was at this time, as has been already stated, that 
Keats and Severn deepened their friendship by frequent 
long walks into the country ; and that the painter found 
the poet so inspiring and even so joyous a companion. 
For, notwithstanding the death of his youngest brother, the 
strain of his secret gnawing passion, his untoward private 
circumstances, and other causes of disquiet, Keats could in I 
company be as light-hearted as in his pugnacious schoolboy 
days, and prove himself the most winsome of comrades. 

This spring of 1819, which saw the real opening of 
Severn's art-life, was, moreover, it must be remembered, 
that wherein Keats's poetic powers reached their splendid 
maturity. Before the weald of Hampstead had ceased to 
ring with the cries of the cuckoos — then, as now, more 
numerous there than anywhere else in the immediate 
neighbourhood of London— the young poet had written, 
besides some of his loveliest short poems, five at least 
of those imperishable odes which to this day remain 
not only unsurpassed but unequalled. Charles Brown has \ 
put on record one charming reminiscence of the poet at ;v 
this time: of a nightingale having built her nest in a 
tree in the garden behind Wentworth Place, and of Keats's 
delight in her mate's song, a delight which found perfect 
and immortal expression in the Ode with which we are all 
now so familiar. Severn gives much the same story, but 
not so well, and more vaguely as to details, so I need not 
add here his superfluous narrative. On the other hand, 
Mr. Charles Severn tells me that one night, when Keats 
was spending the evening with friends at the large house 
then (as well as the familiar group of pine-trees) known as 
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*The Spaniards/ he was missed. Joseph Severn^ one of 
the company, went to look for him, and discovered him 
lying on the ground under the pines, and listening on- 
tranced to the song of a nightingale overhead ; and either 
that night or the following morning he wrote his famous 
Ode. Severn afterwards painted a picture in exact illustra- 
tion of this episode. 

During the summer and early autumn of 1819 Severn 
saw notiiing of Keats, who was in the Isle of Wight and 
afterwards in Winchester ; and as he heard nothing but 
good news both from the invalid and his friends, he con- 
cluded that there was no need of anxiety about Keats's well- 
being. He himself was greatly occupied with his miniature- 
painting, and though h^ was once sorely tempted to accept 
Eeats's invitation to join him for a few days in Winchester, 
he found that he could afford neither the money nor the 
time. While he was still deliberating upon a change, he , 
received a letter from Keats, with " College Street, West- 
minster," as a heading, and on going thither was delighted 
to learn that his friend had definitely returned to London, 
and was about to pursue a literary career. At the same 
time he could not help seeing that the southern change had 
not wrought so much good as he had anticipated. The poet 
was in high spirits, and charmed his companion beyond 
•expression by the odes and other short poems which he 
had recently written, and also by * Hyperion,' against the 
discarding of which Severn protested vehemently, though, he 
•complained, the author " seemed- much more taken up with 
a rhymed story about a serpent-girl " [* Lamia ']. Severn, 
with his love of Milton, and perhaps with a natural pride 
in having been instrumental in turning Keats's attention to 
the noble beauty of ' Paradise Lost,' delighted immeasurably 
in * Hyperion,' lines of which haunted him ever afterwards. 
But by this time the poet had decided to go no further 
with his magnificent effort, not because he was dissatisfied 
with it itself, but because he thought it too Miltonic in 
43tructure, too artificial to suit his genius for a prolonged 
strain, or even to please the highest taste. The very terms 
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in which Severn expressed his admiration of * Hyperion * 
confirmed him in his resolution, for he did not, as he said, 
want to write a poem " that might have been written by 
John Milton, but one that was unmistakably written by no 
other than John Keats." 

Severn did not care, at first at any rate, for* Lamia,' 
but he promised to return one night ere long and hear 
it and the rest of ^Hyperion.' In accordance mth his 
promise, though a week or more passed ere he could 
allow himself a few hours of happy leisure, he called 
at the house in College Street, but only to find that the 
late inmate had fled to Hampstead, and for good. When, 
the following Sunday, he saw Keats there, at his old 
residence in Wentworth Place, he was perturbed by the 
change in him. His friend seemed well neither in mind 
nor in body, with little of the happy confidence and resolute 
bearing of a week earlier; while alternating moods of 
apathetic dejection and spasmodic gaiety rendered him a 
companion somewhat diflScult to humour. Yet not oven 
then, in circumstances far more harassing than Severn had 
any idea of, was Keats otherwise than kindly and generous. 
*' He never spoke of any one but by saying something in 
their favour, and this always so agreeably and cleverly, 
imitating the manner to increase your favourable jmpression 
of the person he was spealang of." 

Except Brown, Severn, and occasionally some other 
iSothful friend (besides George Keats, then in London on 
business), Keats saw very few visitors in the winter of 1820. 
Once or twice he was well enough to take a short walk with 
Severn in the Highgate direction. Now and again he 
** went into society," but with ever less relish, and at last 
with so complete ^a distaste that he vowed to seek 
entertainment there no more. It was about this time 
that, with characteristic loyalty, he first expostulated with 
and then indignantly left a comf)Sny of acquaintances 
because Severn was referred to slightingly and unjustly. 
Long afterwards the artist often recalled the circum- 
stance with pride, and also, it may be added, with a 
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happy gratitude that made his telling of the episode 
memorably winsome. 

But soon after George Eeats's departure for America to 
rejoin his family, his brother endured his first absolute 
collapse. As Severn gives substantially the same account 
^ as the well-known narrative by Brown — from whom, indeed, 
he learned the details — it is unnecessary to reproduce his 
record of that first ominous symptom of fatal disease. 

During the early spring weeks, when Eeats was so much 
an invalid that he was seldom even out of his room, 
Severn occasionally went to Wentworth Place to have a 
chat with his friend, though as he could not see him at 
night his opportunities were naturally very limited. In 
May, however, the poet was apparently so much better 
(though he well knew himself how enfeebled he had 
become), that he was able to sail as far as Gravesend with 
Brown, who was bound for another tour in Scotland. So 
deceptive, indeed, was his appearance that not only were 
his friends misled, but even the physician suggested the 
advisability of his again accompanying Brown. The latter, 
one of the most genial and loyal of friends, started blithely 
on his trip, not without some lingering hope that he might 
be joined by Eeats later on, certainly without the dimmest 
prevision that he would never see his loved friend again. 

Through May and June, however, Severn saw much of 
Eeats. Their intimacy was furthered by proximity, for 
\' after Brown's departure Eeats had gone to reside in 
Eentish Town, so as to be near Leigh Hunt, who was then 
living in Mortimer Street. But in June, at any rate, the 
interviews grew shorter and shorter, and there were no more 
drives or walks. About the 25th Severn received a brief 
note from Leigh Hunt telling him that Eeats had had one 
or two severe attacks of haemorrhage, and had been removed 
to his house in Mortimer Street, so as to be under the im- 
mediate care of himself and his wife. Thenceforth, till the 
elder received through Haslam the sudden and startling 
news of the younger's complete collapse, the two friends saw 
very little of each other. Severn, indeed, seems to have been 
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under the impression that Keats was Dot more than a 
month with the Hunts, and that he had then, feeling 
comparatively restored, returned to Hampsteod, or gone on 
& visit to the Brawnes, whereas the invalid was close on 
seven weeks in Mortimer Street, and would have been 
longer but for an annoying piece of negligence on the part 
of a servant,* which so wrought upon him (particularly as 
the Hunts would not look on the matter seriously), that in 
a fit of indignant anger he left his hosts, with the intention 
of going to his old rooms in Well Walk. Invalid as he 
was, however, Mrs. Brawne would not hear of his being left 
to his own rcsonrces ; and, though she was not overpleased 
at the engagement which she knew existed, she insisted 
upon her and her daughter's rights, in the circomstances, 
to have him ondei their charge. 

Although Eeats bad been told by his doctor, while he 
was an invalid under the care of the Hunts, that his sole 
chance lay in absence from England during the damp winter 
months, he avoided, seemin<;ly, mention of this matter to 
his friends. Always scmpulously disinclined to trouble 
others with his private affairs, the desperate state of his 
health and almost equally bankrupt condition of his finances 
no donbt made him still more reticent than his wont. He 
hoped against hope, and even when it seemecl folly to 
refuse further to face the inevitable, be could not bring 
himself to severance from her he loved so passionately, and 
whose tendance during these summer weeks was to him so 
poignantly sweet. Of course, some friends did hear of the 
severity of the crisis in his fortunes; and the Leigh Hants 
in particular were kindly and well intentioned in alt ways. 
As is well known, he received at this time a generous 
and most delicately-worded letter from Shelley, who had 
heard of his evil straits, urging him to come to Pisa and be 
taken care of as an honoured and welcome guest — an o£fer 
which touched him deeply, but which he could not see his 
way to accept. 

At last the time came when a definite decision as to 
* A note from Mies Branrie, delivereil open, anil two daj a lute. 
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wintering abroad became imperative. Keats naturally 
thought of Brown as the one possible companion for him, 
if he yentured to Italy, as means and occupations stood in 
the way of any other of his friends whom he could ask or 
would care to have with him. Least of all did he think of 
Seyem, whose hard struggles he sympathised with, and 
whose poverty was so pressing. 

Early in the autumn he summoned up courage to endure 
separation from Miss Brawne. He wrote to Brown, un- 
folding his plans, and urging him, if possible, to be his 
<K)mrade. But Brown was in the Highlands, and the letters 
miscarried or followed tardily, and no tidings came from 
him. Early in September cold and foggy weather set in, 
-and Keats became daily worse. It seemed, if it were to be 
done at all, as if he would have to make his last venture 
^one. 
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CHAPTER m. 

Severn's Art prospects — Haslam asks Severn to go with Keats — Severn 
decides to go with Keats — A gloomy departure — Sailing of the Maria 
Crowther — Keats's last poem — Incidents of the voyage — ^In quarantine 
in the Bay of Naples — Keats and Severn in Naples — Keats*s indigna- 
tion in Naples — ^Keats and Severn in Rome — Their early life in Rome 
— ^Keats's relapse. 

So ill had fortune gone with Severn since his signal success 
in winning the Boyal Academy gold medal, that he at last 
came to wish he had failed. Kesentment among his fellow- 
studentSy disparaging remarks in art circles, and ill-content 
at home, made his life at times almost unendurable. If, he 
wrote a few years later, he had enjoyed better health, and 
had even had the most moderate resources to fall back 
upon, he would have had absolutely no fear of winning his 
way in London ; as it was, he was thankful that miniature- 
painting promised to ensure him at least a Hying. But 
even by the summer of 1819, when, following his success of 
the previous December, he exhibited at the Academy his 
'Hermia and Helena,' and his miniature of Eeats, his 
general prospects seemed no whit bettered. Prom the 
acceptance and the exhibition of his picture and his 
miniature he had hoped much. The former was exhibited 
as No. 267, with the following quotation from 'A Midsummer 
Night's Dream':*— 

" We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Have with our needles created both one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key, 
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds, 
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Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
I^ike to a double cherry, seeming parted. 
But yet an union in partition ; 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ;...** 

The subject was not in itself one calculated to attract 
general attention, and in technique the picture was, 
at most, a promising performance; the young painter, 
indeed, had worked at it rather as a venture likely to gain 
the approval of the public and of the convention-loving 
Academicians, than with free will and enjoyment. On the 
other hand, the miniature of Eeats is an admirable bit of 
portrait-painting. 

But, of course, a miniature is apt to be overlooked by 
nine-tenths of the visitors to an Academy Exhibition, and 
if Severn had depended upon the effect the small portrait 
of Eeats would have upon his fortunes, he would have been 
doomed to speedy and unmistakable disappointment. The 
miniature was passed over without critical comment, but 
^Hermia and Helena' was ill-hung, and unfavourably 
noticed, and so, if it had any effect at all, brought the 
young painter no good. 

^'Not a commission, not a penny came to me in con- 
sequence," he writes; ''and had it not been that I had 
some favourably-priced miniatures to do on the occasion, I 
verily believe this 'great honour' would have killed me, 
for I should have been stunned by it, and certainly I lost 
through it most of my student-friends." 

Severn, writing long afterwards, somewhat confused his 
sentiments in the summer of 1820 with those of the pre- 
ceding year. Having alluded to the loss even of some of 
his student- friends, he adds: "Indeed, I was reduced to 
downright despair, and without the courage to go on with 
another painting [of ' Titania Sleeping 'J I had commenced, 
when an incident turned up which put an end to all this 
spiteful twaddle and ill-will by snatching me away from 
the scene — ^at the same time opening to me a new and 
glorious world of Art. Fortunately I had the courage to 
make sure of it at the instant, and so gave a shape and 
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seeming to my new life which otherwise it never could have 
had." This, however, written retrospectively, applies rather 
to Severn's state in the summer of 1819. Then he was 
troubled by many things, distraught by unsatisfactory 
prospects, and at times almost hopeless. He believed there 
was no chance for him as a painter of pictures, and that if 
he could not make sufficient name as a miniature-painter 
to ensure himself a livelihood, he would have to yield to 
his father s wish and definitely adopt the craft of the 
engraver. But by midsummer of the year following that 
of his first appearance as an exhibitor at the Boyal 
Academy, his prospects had materially improved. He 
gained greatly, in his miniature-painting, in accuracy of 
drawing and delicacy of tone, and so much admired were 
his small portraits that there was every promise of his 
success in this genre. He had, moreover, regained courage, 
and was looking forward to winning his way even as a 
painter of historical and poetic subjects. For the first time 
in his life he had some funds in reserve, and was able to 
indulge moderately his love of music, the theatre, and 
'books. At last, too, his father had come round to the belief 
that Joseph had been right in his aspirations, and, with 
characteristic inconsequence, began to prophesy for him a 
career of most satisfactory and even brilliant success. 

It was at this time, the early autumn of 1820, that ^ the 
incident turned up " which " gave a shape and seeming to 
his life which otherwise it never could have had." 

One September evening William Haslam called on him, 
and announced that the Italy idea for Eeats was no longer 
a vague suggestion, but was about to be carried into effect. 
Severn was astonished, but was still more taken aback when 
his visitor, after lamenting the absence in Scotland of 
■Charles Brown, and that individual's unfortunate though 
understandable delay in replying to Keats's eager letters, 
remarked that the poet, invalid though he was, would have 
to go to Italy alone, and in a small vessel, unless he— - 
Severn — would make the venture for friendship's sake. 

Writing long afterwards about this important crisis in 
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his life, Severn is betrayed into one or two minor incon- 
sistencies. Thus, in one set of ' Reminiscences,' he relates 
the matter thus : — 

***** Poor Keats was ordered to Italy to save his life, threatened by 
misfortune and consumption. He was going alone, in a merchant-ship, to 
Naples, and the voyage was all arranged, and he was to sail next day. 
Haslam said to me, 'Severn, why should you not go?' I answered, 
* Why should I not?' He then said, * How long would it take you to get 
ready ? ' * If I can have six hours,' I said, * in that time I'll be ready.' 
Straight I went to Sir Thomas Lawrence, who gave me a letter to Canova, 
and another to a German artist. On my way I went to my dear angel- 
mother, who was not taken by surprise, but approved, and undertook to 
get my trunk ready so that I might depart at daylight. During the even- 
ing and night I managed to settle all my affairs, and with a solitary £25, 
fortunately paid me for a miniature of a lady in a white satin bonnet and 
feathers, I returned to my father's house just after midnight, to take fJEire- 
well of my dear family, from whom I had never till then been (definitely) 
separated." 

This is a most circumstantial account, and has the ring 
of actuality. But when we remember what travelling 
arrangements were in those days, how difficult it would 
be for even a young man like Severn to disarray his 
rooms and put his affairs in order, make calls (particularly 
to take * on the way ' a house in distant Hoxton while going 
to visit Sir Thomas Lawrence in central London), all in a 
few hours, one might be excused for some incredulity. 
Still, there would be no just cause for taking the account 
" with a difference," especially as an almost childlike 
candour characterised the writer, if it were not for the 
latter's own conflicting statements, recorded at an earlier 
date. Here is the other version : — 

** Haslam said to me, * As nothing can save Keats but going to Italy, 
why should you not try to go with him, for otherwise he must go alone, 
and we shall never hear anything of him if he dies. "Will you go? ' I 
answered, * I'll go.' * But you'll be long getting ready,' he added ; * Keats 
is actually now preparing. When would yon be ready?' 'In three or 
four days,' I replied, * and I will set about it this verj' moment.' " 

The two accounts tally after this, except as to the hurried 
calls and sudden departure, and taking Mrs. Severn's house 
in Hoxton on the wav to see Sir Thomas Lawrence. There 
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is no evidence to prove which is the true account. How- 
ever, the matter is unimportant ; Vhat is significant is 
Severn's generous readiness to accompany his invalid friend 
at whatever cost to himself, and to lose no time in 'putting 
his decision into effect. With his sanguine tempentkcenty 
it is quite likely, as he says, that, as soon as the soggeBtiqn 
was made to him and he realised its significance, he foresaw 
the possibility of his gaining at Eome the Boyal Academy's 
travelling studentship, as a sequence to the bestowal of the 
gold medal; but whatever purely personal motive may 
have affected his decision, he must have all the credit due 
to him for his generous loyalty. No one who knew Joseph 
Severn could doubt that he would have gone to Italy with 
Eeats even if there had been no Eoyal Academy students'- 
pension in prospect, and if he had had no capital beyond 
his twenty-five pounds, his industry, his genial temper, 
good spirits, and winsome manners. 

It is certainly not enough simply to say of his action, 
with Mr. Sidney Colvin, that " a companion offered himself 
in the person of Severn, who, having won, as we have seen, 
the gold medal of the Koyal Academy the year before, 
determined now to go and work at Bome with a view to 
competing for the travelling studentship." This determina- 
tion was, at most, an afterthought, and, as Severn says, 
realisation of the hope was just barely possible. 

Although Mrs. Severn sympathised with her son's plan, 
partly because she admired his motive, and partly because 
she understood plainly that the scheme was a turn in his 
dubious fortunes which might well be for the better (for she 
seems all along to have more clearly understood Joseph's 
chances and prospects in London than even Mr. Severn did, 
in his range from the most sombre outlook to the most 
sanguine expectations), the decision wew received by 
Severn's father with the utmost consternation. 

^ This determination of mine," he writes, *^ was almost a 
death-blow to my poor dear father, who reasoned with me 
in every way as to the rashness of the step, and pointed out 
that by thus taking matters into my own hands I might 



60 LIFE OF JOSEPH SEVSSK. 



even forfeit my chance of gaining tlie Academy pension. 
But 2 had no ear to his arguments, and as I had certainly 
the virtue of the donkej^ — obstinacy — in the highest degree, 
80 my plan went on prejiaripg." 

It has already been stated that Severn called upon Sir 
Thomas Lawrence to tell him of his decision to go to Bome, 
as, presumably, he believed to be the right thing to do. 
The great man received him kindly, and not only wrote for 
him a letter of introduction to Canova, "and to an old 
Grerman artist resident in Rome, who had done a large 
copy and an engraving from Michael Angelo's * Last Judg- 
ment,'" but invited .him to make any remarks he felt 
inclined to express upon the works in the studio wherein 
he then stood. Vanity, it is to be feared, must have 
prompted this complaisance on the part of Sir Thomas, and 
it is amusing to find that the young and almost self-taught 
artist calmly criticised a large portrait of George IV. as 
" unnatural." 

Severn does not seem to have seen Keats since his 
decision to accompany the latter, but to have arranged 
with Haslam that both should meet on board the vessel, 
' which W6W a schooner named the Maria Crowther, destined 
to sail from Gravesend on the 18th. The young artist's 
departure from his home was marred by an untoward event,, 
which seems to have made a strong and painful impression 
upon him, for twice in late life he gave a detailed written 
account of the incident, and refers to it in his letters, as 
he often did to friends in conversation about his early 
experiences. His father, as there was occasion to mention 
earlier in this memoir, was subject to violent alternations of 
temper, and, when crossed, would sometimes remain long in 
a state of sullen anger or else expend his wrath in spasmodic 
fits of fury. He was greatly perturbed by Joseph's decision 
to throw up his chances in London and venture to Rome, 
and his mingled sorrow and anger bad grown to resentment 
by the time his son was ready to depart. 

"It was after mulniglit [/.e. on the 17th] wlien I reached home, and I 
found my father sunk down with extreme grief in his armchair. At last. 
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vlien my mother and sistiTs liHil fiiiishmi inckhg tny trunk, sod tlie timn 
hni] come for me to leave, my brother 'I'om and I tried lo lift up Uie trunk, 
luit it ivtts beyond us, and no I .-.skeX 1117 Tather for Lis help. He rose up 
In nil apparent passion of timilncss, niii! swore that if without hie touching 
it the trunk wa9 never lo be lifted at uU, it should not be toiichetl by him. 
This was a terrible change in his demeanour, for which I wne quits 
unprepared. No time was to ho lust, and to I proceeded to go ujuitairs ta 
(take farewell oQ my younger bcother. My poor father, in his abstrac- 
tion,* Blood in the doorway', and when I attempted to pass him he struck 
me dann to the ground. Thin made ft tragic scene of it, for his love for 
me was unbounded 1 indeed, hi< oficti-nvowoil delight in my company, and 
my being his eldest son, conspired to make this blow like the act uf mad- 
acBs. My dear mother interjKise', as also my sister and friends, to ]irolect 
me. Tom, then nineteen years. ild hwA strong, held my father against the 
doiff, but required assistance to do it effectually, With my dear home in 
this moat melancholy pliglit I had to leave, and did leave with such 
agitadon and trembling nerves that I was obliged tu be supported for n 
few tuinutea. All this was long befure daylight, and the gloom seemed tu 
increase the horror attendant on uiy departure." 

It was certainly- a painful and distressing leave-taking, 
and a dispiriting beginning of a new period in life. 
It says well for Severn tlmt he bore not the slightest 
resentment to his father, unci that, soon after he had fairly 
settled in Kome, he wrote a pleasant and affectionate 
letter, in which no allusion was made to the unfortunate 
ebullition of temper which had made departure seem 
tragically sad, and ha<l, indeed, so wrought upon the chief 
sufferer that, were it not for the deep disappointment 
and jx>ssible peril to Keats, he would even then havo 
renounced the venture. 8cvern was equally generous in 
advanced life, when the infelicities of the past are often 
apt to reappear through uii atmosphere more sombre than 
they ever knew. 

Even after leaving the i>iiiuful scene described above, he 
says, his mind was tilled with thoughts of his "poor dear 
father," 

" whom I knew to be so devotul to me, and who had lost his senses iu 
our lurling. He was always a man of most ardent temivrament, and 

• Severn's use of this w.nd '■iLbslwctiou" here is intereslini, for h. 
does not indicate " absencu of mind " its the word now commonly does, but 
aberration or some eiiuivaleut wor-i. 
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sudden and violent in his aoger when it was roused : but, withal, so good 
a man, so honest and sincere, so benevolent, so generous to all about him, 
that the good qualities far outbalanced the bad." 

Naturally enough the journey to the docks, in the gloom 
that slowly became the chill morning twilight, was one of 
the most unhappy episodes in Severn's life. He was 
haunted, moreover, by a fear that his action had unsettled 
his father's mind, and that his dearly-loved mother and 
her children would have to endure sorrow and privation in 
consequence. But as the Thames was approached, his 
wonted buoyant spirits rose once more, and by the time his 
brother Tom had said good-bye he was less despairful and 
unhappy, though, to add to his discomfort of mind and body, 
he was suffering at the time from liver complaint. Yet, 
withal, there was the natural exhilaration of youth in the 
front of a new if dubious venture. 

When he arrived at the wharf on the south side of the 
river, he found " dear Keats, John Taylor the publisher " 
(through whose liberality in advancing the poet £100 for 
the copyright of 'Endymion' the preliminaries of the 
journey had been expedited and rendered easier in other 
ways), and William Haslam." * There were other friends 
besides these, but Severn does not specify them. The 
Maria Crowiher was not a very inviting vessel in which to 
make a lengthy voyage. She was a schooner-merchantman, 
and but ill-adapted (and, as it proved, ill-provisioned) for 
the conveyance of passengers. In one account Severn says 
that he and Keats embarked at Gravesend, but elsewhere 
(and this seems the fact) they got aboard before the vessel 
sheered off from the wharf, and slowly swung down upon the 
tide to Gravesend, where the schooner lay-to till well on in 
the morning, and where a lady passenger joined the small 
company. Here Severn, at Keats's special request, went 
ashore and bought several medicines, some of them prepared 
according to the direction of the latter, and among them a 

♦ By a slip of the pen, Severn mentions Charles Brown as one of those 
who were present. See below, for the almost tragical by-play of circum- 
stance whereby the two friends missed each other at the last moment, 
though within hail of each other. 
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bottle of landannm. Soon the last good-byes were said, and 
all Keats's friends were agreeably surprised by bis aDima- 
tion and apparently more robust health : though, as a 
matter of fact, the recovery was but a matter of the moment, 
and a week or two later he was in a more hopeless state 
tbui before. 

There is an almost tragic touch of that maladroitness of 
circumstance which so often wrought cruelly for Keats, in 
the fact that, all unknown to each other, he and Charles \ 
Brown were within hail during the dark hours of that '■■ 
morning. Brown, grievously alarmed by the receipt of one / 
of the nrgent letters which had at last reached him in the 
Highlands, had hurried back with all practicable speed. The \ 
nearest port for him to catch a London-bound vessel was 
Dundee, but ou arrival there he found that there was no 
boat southward-bound save a small coaster, little larger than 
a fishing-smack. In this be embarked, and on the night of 
the 17th of September the small vessel came up the estnary, 
and after midnight brought-to off Gravesend. Severn 
relates that the two vessels lay within a stone's-throw of 
each other, and that if Brown had been on the deck of the 
sloop he might have heard the voices of those on the Maria 
Crowther, and thns been saved the keen regret which he 
experienced ever after. Almost everything told against 
Keats from the outset. The start in the chill morning- 
gloom — and, earlier, from Mr. Taylor's house — wrought him 
no good, for though he was alert and seeming fairly well 
during the first days of the voyage, his excitement was 
really in great part due to a feverish chill, which made 
him abnormally restless. The food on board was indifferent, 
and the accommodation bad ; and for the greater part of 
the voyage the weather was unfavourable. What was 
perhaps as unfortunate as anything else was the fact that 
a lady passenger who had Joined at Gravesend, a Miss 
Cotterell, was a consumptive invalid, and in that morbid 
stage when specification of one's symptoms and ailments 
becomes, apparently, a burning necessity. While still in 
the Channel Keats had, indeed, somr days of seeming good 
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health, but long before reaching Naples he was much the 
worse instead of the better for his voyage. 

There was only one other passenger besides Keats, 
Severn, and Miss Cotterell — a Mrs. Pidgeon. 

" I could not liavc made much of a figure," writes Severn, " for before 
we left Gravesend a lady-friend of one of those on board looked hesitatingly 
at Keats and myself and inquired which was the dying man. I was 
suffering at the time from liver complaint, and was very pale and wan. 
The sea and I have always been enemies, and as this voyage to Naples was 
long before steam- vessels were in use, I was destined to pass some weeks 
in sad penance. My dinner was a matter that always came to light : but, 
as for Keats{%e bore the sea manfully./ I was continually sea-sick during 

i\J% abou 



the fortnight'^n which we were beatH^ about the Channel — a tedious and 
disagreeable time with adverse ami trying winds. Mies Cotterell w^as a 
mere shadow, and although very agree;ible and ladylike, it was unfortunate 
for Keats to have a vis-orvia in such a state, for they were constant com- 
I)anions and always comparing notes. The schooner was often close into 
the coast, and the captain gave leave to his passen;j(ers to go ashore at one 
or two places ** — Dungeness, Studland Bay, Dorchester, and Portsmouth, 
are specified by Severn. " At Dungeness we scrambled over the gravel ; 
and on the opposite side I was astonished and delighted with ttio enormous 
waves, at least ten feet high, rushing in upon the shore. The sight fixed 
me in wonder and abstraction, until a miserable exciseman ap|)eared and 
demanded what I was doing. My bewildered explanation only confirmed 
his suspicion that 1 was looking out for contraband — which let down all 
the high romance which the waves had inspired." Ofif the Dorset coast 
the schooner one day lay becalmed, and Kcnts ventured ashore with hi^ 
friend. ** For a moment," says the latter, " he became like his former self. 
He was in a part that he alr^ndy knew, and showed me the splendid 
caverns and grottos with a poet's pride, as though they had been his by 
birthright. When we returned to the ship ho wrote for me on a blank 
leaf in a folio volume of Shakespeare's * Poems,' which had been given him 
by a friend, and which he gave to me in memory of our voyage, tho 
following magnificent sonnet : — 

" Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art. 

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 
Aud watching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 

Of pure ablution round earth's human shores. 
Or gazing on the new solt-fallen mask 

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors — 
No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable, 

Pillow'd upon my fair love's rijxjning breast. 
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To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so liveover— or else swoon to death." 

This always remained Severn's favourite among Keats's 
poems, partly from association, and partly from the solemn 
calm and beauty of it. It was hurriedly pencilled down by 
Keats, and shortly afterward read by him to his companion, 
who eagerly begged the poet to give him a copy — with the 
result that he obtained both the first transcript of the sonnet 
and the author's treasured copy of Shakespeare's Poems. 

" This," says Severn, ** was the very last poetical effort the poor fellow 
ever made. Thenceforward nothing but letters with pathetic anticipa- 
tion of approaching fate. But this sublime sonnet inspired me with the 
hope that he might recover. Indeed this hope was never absent from my 
mind, and I never once realised the likelihood of our speedy separation by 
death. At times in his suffering he still retained that elasticity of mind 
and spirit which was the characteristic of both the man and the poet. 
Perhaps at times he made a greater effort on my account, as he was 
painfully sensible of what he called the great sacrifice I wa9 making on 
his account, and that it might turn out disastrous to ^e as a young 
artist. He seemed to feel more for me than for himself, for he had already 
given himself up for lost. The mysterious power of his genius held him 
up when he was actually sinking, and held me up in the strained hopes 
thus inspired." 

When the vessel was detained by a strong adverse wind 
in the Solent, the two again went on shore, and as they 
were assured that there was no chance of getting forward 
that day, Keats took the opportunity of visiting some 
friends at Bedhampton. On his return to the schooner he 
spent the evening writing a long and most pathetic letter 
to Brown : and here, again, by a strange perversity of fate, 
the two friends were near each other without being aware 
of the fact. Keats thought Brown still in Scotland, and 
Brown naturally believed that the Maria Crowther was by 
that time, ten days after departure, in or near the Bay of 
Biscay. When he had discovered how closely he had 
missed Keats at Gravesend ho was deeply chagrined. He 
did not care to go home just then, and went on a visit to 
Mr. Dilke at Chichester, where he was on the day when 
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Keats, having nothing better to do, went to Bedhampton — 
when he might more easily have gone to the Dilkes' home — 
and where he spent the evening perhaps thinking of his 
friend upon the high seas, while that friend was in a ship 
riding at anchor in the Solent, and engaged in a long letter 
to no other than himself. It is, in truth, an intensely 
pathetic letter, and nowhere more so than where the dying 
young poet exclaims that he wishes for death every day 
and night to deliver him from the pains of his fruitless 
and consuming passion. ''Land and sea, weakness and 
decline, are great separators, but Death is the great 
divorcer for ever," he wTites, in despairful resignation. 

That brief time among the Lulworth sea-caves and fan- 
tastic rocks was among the last few relatively happy hours 
which Keats knew, for even in his partial rally in Home 
he was always as one moving about under a sentence of 
imminent death. He was in his element then, a child of 
Nature. His mind, as his friend says of him, " lived on 
such things, and whatever may have been his other resources, 
certainly the great incentive of his immortal poetry was 
his actual converse with Nature, and on this occasion I 
could well see how Nature and he understood each other.** 
But at last, " after about a fortnight's misery," a favourable 
wind enabled them to leave Land's End out of sight astern, 
and Keats, who, on the whole, had almost enjoyed and had 
seemed to benefit by the voyage hitherto, eagerly hoped 
for fair and milder weather. 

" But in the Bay of Biscay we encountered a three days* 
storm. The sea swept over the ship all day and night, and 
the rushing up and down of the water in the cabin was a 
frightful sound in the darkness. I was afraid that Keats 
might die, for we were confined to our berths, without food 
and without aid or attendance of any kind; and it was 
impossible for me to go to his assistance." Keats, however, 
withstood the wretched discomforts as well as Severn, and 
even managed to indulge in his old habit of pimning. 
"After the first dreary night, just when the dawn was 
peeping, and the storm temporarily abated, I called to him. 
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*This is pretty sea- music, Keats, isn't it?' *Yes/ he 
answered to my relief, 'it is water parted from the 
sea' (the first line of a Vauxhall song then all the 

ytn the favourable weather which ensued the two friend* 
read aloud * Don Juan ' to each other ; but Keats resented 
the mocking cynicism of the shipwreck canto, and was so 
wrought upon that at last he flung the volume aside in 
contemptuous anger. With all his nature craving for 
sympathy and tenderness (himself the most tender as well 
as one of the manliest of English poets), and at the same 
time so near his own life's shipwreck, he could not enjoy 
Byron's brilliant stanzas. 
The storm deeply impressed both : 

" On the second morning I veDtured up to peep over the cabin door, and 
was astonished at the grandeur of the sea. The waves were of an enormous 
length, and so high that the effect was like a mountainous country, aud it 
was a cheering sight to see how nicely the ship met each wave and rode 
over it diagonally. I lost all fear in this sublime sight, aud for the rest of 
the storm was a continual watcher, even to the lightning. When off Cape 
St. Vincent the weather changed and a dead calm ensued, and a great relief it 
was, to the passengers at any rate. Once more we were all in each other's 
company at dinner, and congratulated ourselves the more heartily when 
we heard from the captain that he had had fears for the ship, which 
had laboured heavily in the trough of the seas. Keats was greatly im- 
pressed by the beauty of the ocean off Cape St. Vincent. It was smooth 
as oil, and all one undulating motion, and with the bright sun shining on 
it we saw many large and strange fish ; and once, to our delight and 
excitement, a whale appeared on the surface. The following day, although 
the calm still prevailed, we found ourselves in proximity to some Portu- 
guese men-of-war, particularly a large four-decker, the San Josef, We 
were leaning over the taffrail, looking at this unwieldy monster in the 
distance flapping on the idle waves, when a shot passed close under the 
cabin-window. The captain, who was shaving, rushed on deck, to dis- 
cover that a gun had been fired at us for not answering the signals on 
board the Portuguese man-of-war. While he was still looking seaward 
bewilderedly (for he had heard a previous discharge, though we had not,^ 
and had fancied the commodore was simply signalling to his fleet), the 
San Josrf had drifted close enough for communication by speaking- 
trumpet. Some one shouted in English, demanding to know if we had 
recently seen any ships, particularly any vessels that looked like privateers. 
Many semi-piratical sloops were at that time known to be sailing for 
South America, which was then beginning to emancipate itself from the 
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oorrupt and tyranuic&l <L'jQ.i:.i»Q of S^«:ii arul PortugmL The capcaia 
aoswertrd that we ha«i encoui.tere d q.j vr^jfeL-. •:•!' any kind. We Lid to 
approach near to the immen-e ship, a:.«i it '..;u a mcttt fearfnl sizht as 
regardnthe savage, diny .sail-T*, who showed t.emselTeai at every {.oint, 
even high up the rigging. After further inquiries and an:iwers, we were 
alloweil to drift on, but n :-c without ^enuiL.e fear and trembling on the 
part of our captain, who hel i the Portu^e^ iu liiie mistrust, lliat after- 
noon we encountered an EngUah 8l«ju{>H>f-war, Llean and brilliant ci>m* 
pared with the Portu2:uese — na}', tr.e very at*t:fi<jiles to it. Its commander, 
having inquired and heard that we had been sropped by the &in Jot€f 
9xA other war-ships, promptly turned about iu pursuit in gallant style. 
We afterwards discoverei that the Portujiuesc atimiral was not so much 
on the lorA-out for South American privateers as cruising about to intercept 
vessels going to the aid of Spain, which was at that time in a state of 
civil war, with Don Carlos striving for the crown.** 

It would be impracticable to follow any one of Severn's 
three sets of reminiscences in the following narratire ; for 
not only does he indulge in much circumlocution, but is 
often contradictory, and eren, not infrequently, negligent 
in his statements ; as when, for example, he says that, one 
evening, the Jfaria Crouiher came in sight of Gibraltar, and 
next morning was in the Bay of Naples! Consistently 
with the plan of this memoir, his own record will be given 
intact where practicable, and otherwise his words will be 
woven from his several reminiscences and letters of a later 
date.. 

" Wc i)a.H8ed (iibraltar befv^re dawn, and coulJ but just see the enormous 
outline ; a little later, however, we saw the coast of Barbary lit up by the 
sun's fiery rays— a wrene of great beauty, by which Keats was deeply 
impressed. I^hind us lay the mass of Gibraltar, now all glowing like a 
vast topaz; around ns a wide expanse of ocean, calm and yet full of life 
and motion with the favouring westerly breeze ; beyond us, a sunlit waste 
of dancing shimmering wavelets; and, seeming close to starboard, so 
translucent was that fine air, the African coast, here golden, and there 
blue as a «ai»phirc, strftchin;; away into a pearly haze. Keats lay 
entrancc<1, and with a l*Hik of Hcrciic abstraction upon his worn face; while 
I, glad of the caMy motion and the genial warmth, sat near and made a 
sketch in water-colours. The n-mainder of our voyage was in favourable 
weather, and was as pleasant as the imsat is factory conditions on board 
jiennitted. At la»t, at the end of six weeks,* we entered the beautiful 

* That iH, after four wec^ks and three days. The Maria Crouiher 
reached tlic hay of Naples on the 21»t of October, and lay in quarantine 
till ti(HHi on the Ist of NovenilKjr. 
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Ii:iy of Kaplte. It wouli) be difticiilt.tu de[jict in words tht first eight of 
tl))s I'aradise at it nppCHrs from tjie eea. Tlie white boiues were lit up 
with the rising sun, which had just bv^aa to touch them, end being tier 
above tier ujion tlie liill-slo]x;s, they had a lovely appeuance, with so much 
Sreen venlurc and the vulhj vincfyariis and olive gioiiods aboDt them. 
Vesuvius had an imnieuse liire of siiioke-i'luuds built up, which every now 
ana then opened and chnogcd with the sunV gulden light, edging and com- 
posing all kinds of groups nod shaiies in Ungths and masses for mlleo. 
Then the mountaiaa of Sorrento to tbe right seimcd like lapis lazuli and 
gold; the sea Iwtwuen being of a very dtep blue such an we hod nut seen 
cLsewhere, and bo rich and beautiful that it gnvo great i^plenduur to all the 
objects on shore. So lovely «'b8 the ever-changing scene that we were not 
ao bitterly chagrined bb we would oilierwi* have been wlien we were 
iofonned that we were placed in quarantine fur ten daja, owing to the 
£>ct that there was then an epidemic of typhus in London, and it was 
feared that we might have brought the cunU^lun. Keats was simply 
entranced with the unaurpas^ble beauty ol the panoramn, and looked 
lon^gly at the splendid city of KapUs find her terraced gardens and 
vineyards, upon the long range of tlie Apennines, with majestic Vesuvius 
emitting strange writhing columns of smoke, golden at their sunlit fringes, 
and upon the azure foreground covereil with ships and all manner of 
while-sailed small craft. It was a relii-f fa) mc that he was to taken out 
uf liimself, for he was often so distmught, witli so tiad a look in his eyes, 
with, moreover, sometJmeH,'a statved, liaunlitig expresMon thnt bewildered 
me. Yet at that time I never fully uiiderstiwii how terrible were his 
mental sufferings, fur so e:ccruciating was tlie grii/f that was eating away 
bis life that he could speak of it lo no one. lie was profoundly depressed 
the day we went ashore at Naples, though he had been so eager to leave 
the ship and cjiplore tho beautiful city ; indeed, I was more alarmed on 
his tiehaif tliat night than oveu during that wretched three days' storm in 
tho Bay of Biscay. 

" But, as I liJiVB said, tho first day or two of our ipiarantine were 
delightful, eveJi to the two invalids, though Miss Cotlercll hnd tiecome much 
worse, and was, indeed, a most trying companion for my |ioor senflitivo 
Iriend. It was a dehght to hear him talk ut' the classic scenes he seemed 
tu know BO well ; ho made it nil live again, that old antique world when 
the Greek galleys and Tyrhenian sloops brought northward strange tales 
of what WAd happening in Hellas and the mysterious East. He cuutd 
even be gay before Miss Cotterell, for he seemed to breathe an inspiration 
front the lovely eDvironmcut. Tlitre was constant entertainment, too,_in 
the people surrounding our ship, as they passed by playing uiioa thiir 
guitars and singing songs, or came alongside to batter with lu. 

" Our schooner was anchored near the Castcll' d' Uovu, and was soon, 
and constantly afierwartln, surrounded by scores of Neai>olitan boats with 
gorgeous heaps of autumnal fruits — grapes, peaches, figs, melons, and many 
other kinds I liad never befuro seen, all in i>uch abundance that it seemed 
oa though we had arrived atliie £nchaLte<.l Island— an illusion heightened 
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\/f the endless array of picturesque skiffs and shallops, with sweet stirring 
music coming from many of them, the tinkling of the guitars mingling 
with happy laughter and innumerable shouts, cries, and exclamations of 
all kinds. Perhaps the novelty alone was an irresistible charm, and made 
our haven seem, to me at least, as though it were the shore of Paradise." 

It must, indeed, as Severn says elsewhere, have been a 
delightful experience for the young artist who had seen so 
little that was beautiful ; and had Keats only been able to 
enjoy it aright, the time would have passed happily indeed. 

" Some company unexpectedly joined us. The English Fleet was then 
in the Bay, and seeing the Union Jack flying at the mast-head of the 
Maria Crotuther, the admiral sent an officer with a boat's crew to inquire 
who and what we were. Instead of remaining alongside to make his 
inquiries, Lieutenant Sullivan came aboard with six out of his ten men — 
and so transgressed the strict rule of quarantine. In consequence, they 
had to sijend the ensuing ten days on board the Maria Crowther — the 
only annoying thing about which was the lack of proper accommodation ; 
for we were well supplied with innumerable luxuries as well as all the 
necessities. The men enjoyed their spell of idleness, and the joking that 
constantly went on ; Lieutenant Sullivan made himself quite at home ; 
and altogether we had cause to congratulate ourselves upon his thoughtless 
oversight. His advent, and the constant pleasur.tble excitement after all 
our monotony and discomfort, was not only delightful, but had a markedly 
beneficial effect upon poor Keats, who apparently became much better, 
and indeed revived to be almost like himself. There was yet another 
unexpected companion in the person of Mr. Cotterell, a brother to the 
invalid lady-passenger. Mr. Cotterell, who was a bnnker in Naples, and knew 
the strictness of the qunrantine regulations, at first contented himself with 
coming alongside the Maria Crowther, and supplying not only his sister 
but her comi^inions (to whom he expressed himself as most grateful for 
their unintermitting kindness and attention to Miss Cotterell) with all 
manner of dainties and luxuries. Keats was never tirefd of admiring (not 
to si)eak of eating !) the beautiful clusters of grapes and other fruits, and 
was scarce less enthusiastic over the autumnal flowers, though I remember 
his saying once that he would gladly <:ive them all for a wayside dog-rose 
bush covered with pink blooms. But after a day or two Mr. Cotterell, 
coucemcd about the delicate state of his sister, made his arrangements in 
Naples, and then came aboard to share our enforced isolation. Not only 
was he unbounded in his direct kindness to Keats and myself, and a boon 
to all, for he kept the company su]>plied with every delicacy in fruit, fish, 
and fowl that could be procured in Naples ; but he was also most welcome, 
for he knew Italian thoroughly, and — what was much better so far as our 
amusement was concerned — the Neapolitan lazzaroni-patois. Lieutenant 
Sulhvan was amusing also, and altogether we had a fund of entertainment 
to draw upon at all time«. The whole day long, after our advent and our 
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boarding by Lieutenant Sullivan and bis crew, we were encircled by the 
joyous Neapolitans ; for it seemed that the uncommon accident of having 
an English naval officer and six man-of-war's men entrapped into quaran- 
tine on board a small merchant-schooner, brought hundreds, I am tempted to 
say thousands, to laugh and be merry at the expense of the blunderers. 
Mr. Gotterell translated the jokes and gibes, and caused us and our visitors 
continued roars of laughter. All kinds of chaff went on, and Keats was \ 
not behind either Mr. Cotterell or Lieutenant Sullivan in witty puns and 
remarks. The fun, the laughing, the singing, all contributed to increase 
the brilliant holiday scene, so much so that at the expiry of our ' isolation ' 
I could not help feeling regret — for, altogether, it was to me a scene of 
such splendour and gaiety as I had never imagined and did not expect to 
realise again. Moreover, we were told, as was the case, that once on land 
the disenchantment would begin, that all the wonderful charm would vanish. 
Even after half a oentury, it is all still vividly before my eyes, as vividly 
as though it were present. Keats was very brilliant in the midst of this 
gay scene, and his ready wit always forms a part of it in my memory. 

'* But at last the day came when we had to say good-bye to our worthy 
Captain and to Lieutenant Sullivan, though not to Mr. Gotterell, who kindly 
conducted us to the Hotel d' Inghilterra, as he could not manage to accom- 
modate others besides his invalid sister, and insisted upon our promising 
to let him be our friend and cicerone during our stay in the city. Lideed, 
we were almost persuaded into promising to make that stay indefinitely 
long ; though, as a matter of fact, it came to an end even sooner than we ever 
intended. Despite the warnings which had been given us, when we landed 
in the city that looked so beautiful fVom the sea, we were quite taken 
aback by the dirt, the noise, and the smell. Everything seemed offensive, 
except the glorious autunmal atmosphere, and the sense of light and joy 
of the vintage, which was everywhere in evidence. With songs and 
laughter and cries, and endless coming and going, the whole city seemed 
in motion. The men ran to and fro with their baskets of grapes, bawling 
and screaming with mere delight apparently, not one here and there, but 
everywhere and all at once. The city itself, with its indiscriminate noises 
&nd bewildering smells, struck us as one great kitchen, for cooking was 
going on in every street and at almost every house — o^, not in, for it was 
sXl done out-of-doors or upon the thresholds. At every comer was a bare- 
legged Neapolitan devouring macaroni and roaring for more; mariners 
in red caps were hawking fish at the tip-top of their voices; and every- 
where bc^ars were strimmiing guitars or howling ballads. The whole 
occupations of the citizens seemed to be done in the streets, and never 
ceased, for, as we soon experienced, it went on all night, so that at first 
<we could not sleep for the continued row. We were amused, too, by the 
exaggerated appearances of liberty, for shortly before there had been a 
revolution in Naples, and so we found ou^^selves in the midst of a con- 
•stitutional government, with the people intoxicated and almost crazy with 
their unwonted liberty, which was, however, of the most gingerbread 
kind, or rather all gilt and no gingerbread. The King had sworn fealty 
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to the new Constitution, but at the same time had secretly intrigued with 
the Austrians. Two days after we landed, the perjured tyrant, called His 
Majesty, escaped in an Euglish man-of-war and got safe to Vienna, so the 
Neapolitans were left in the lurch. On the afternoon of the same day we 
came ashore we saw a grand review of the Neapolitan troops. The men 
luui a fine martial appearance 1 thought, but Keats would not allow that 
they had any backbone in them, and ere long events proved how right 
he was." 

That night, at the Hotel d' Inghilterra, both were very- 
fatigued after their exciting day, though Keats yielded 
also to a profound dejection. There is something drama- 
tically affecting in the contrast between the joyous pictures, 
outlined by Severn and the bitter wretchedness of spirit 
shown by Keats in the letter he wrote that night to his 
friend Brown, his sole confidant in that cankerous trouble 
which was eating away his life. Severn also wrote home,, 
heading his letter simply " Naples. November 1st." It 
was addressed to his sister Maria, and contained little beside 
the following : — 

" I have arrived here in perfect health, much of it gained in this sea- 
voyage. I have been frequently sea-sick, but it has done me much goo<l, 
improved my apjietite and given me strength. Oh ! that I could say all 
this of poor Keats. He suffered most severely ; many times I expected 
him to die; but at present in this city he is better — most certainly there 
is hope of his recovery. I still think to brinsj him back well. It is a 
source of the greatest consolatinu that I am with him." 

While Severn was writing that " certainly there was hope 
of Keats's recovery, and that he was somewhat better," 
his friend was sitting in an adjoining room, overcome by 
physical weakness and sore distraught by bitter anguish of 
mind and heart. In burning words he wrote to Brown, not 
about his late pleasant experiences or the new and wonderful 
city in which he was for the first time, but about his 
ruining love and all the disastrous end of his brief dream 
of happiness : — 

** I can bear to die — I cannot bear to leave her. . . . Oh, God ! God ! 
God ! Everything 1 have in my trunks that reminds me of her goes 
through me like a sivenr. 'i'lie silk lininp; that she put in my travelling- 
cap scalds my head. My imagination is horribly vivid al>out her — I see 
her. ... I hear her. . . . Ob, Brown, I have coals of fire in my breast. 
It surprises me that the human heart is capable of su much misery.*' 
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Keats — to return to Severn's record — 

"was but 80-80, and scarcely strong enough to go about, but yet he 
picked up for awhile with the excitement all around us. In the morning 
we strolled about, and later on I went out by myself, and, I remember, 
stood waiting at one place in order to see the Eling pass. Wheu he 
came I was dismayed, for he had the face of a goat, and I said to myself, 
* if ever I might have to do with legislation I'd make a law that 
sovereigns should be good-looking people at least.* The sight of this 
King Ferdinand — ^Bomba, as he was called in mockery — with his goat's 
countenance, let down my loyalty fifty degrees. He was true to hi» 
countenance, for, as 1 have already said, he stole away the following day, 
and notwithstanding his most solemn oath to the Constitution, playod 
the part of a traitor. He had waited till he had received the PopeV 
absolution, and then went over without shame to his country's enemies, 
the Austrians. There was silence in Naples on the morrow when it was 
first discovered that the King had fled, and that the people were betrayed. 

" We went that evening to the San Carlo Theatre, and much admired 
the fine scene-painting, though the singing was not good, and the acting 
indifferent. We were particularly struck by the admirable painting or 
clever representation of two sentinels on the stage, one at either side. 
To our astonishment — an amazement which gave way to- indignation — 
we saw, at the end of the act, the painted sentries became suddenly 
animated and move ab-ut. They were, in fact, real men, and such was 
the debasement of the Neapolitan national character that this outrage 
was actually permitted to pass without indignant challenge. This gross 
instance of tyrannical despotism was more than either of us could stand, 
so we rose and fo^th^^ith lett — though not till Keats had exclaimed in a 
frenzy, * Severn, we'll go on at once to Rome, for as I know that I shall 
not last long, it would make me die in anguish if I thought I was to 
be buried amid a people with such miserable political [debasement?].' 
Next morning he received a letter from Shelley, then in Pisa, urging 
him to come northward, and be the gnest of him and his wife ; a most 
generous letter, and the second he had received from that ^e poet and 
noble man. But our plans were already fixed, and all our arrange- 
ments made for an immediate departure for Rome. Before we left Naples 
Mr. Cotterell would have a farewell dinner-party for us. Poor Keats made 
a special effort and was very entertaining ; and he did not appear to 
suffer much. All the time we were at the Hotel d' Inghilterra he read 
'Clarissa Harlowe,' in nine volumes I remember, and finished it just 
before our departure. 

** Next day * we were on our way to Rome. The journey was made in 



* Severn says " next day,*' hut it is not clear whether he means the 
4th or the 5th. The context indicates the 4th ; but probably they left 
early on the 5th. With his customary heedlessness as to dates, Severn in 
one place specifies the date as 81st October — the day before they were free 
from quarantine. 
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a small vettura (carriage), and iuinany respects was pleasant, though 
the roads were bad, and the accommodation at the wayside inns 
villainously coarse and unpalatable, from which Keats naturally suffered 
much more than I did. The season was delightful, and as the carriage did 
little more than crawl along, I was able to walk nearly the whole way, 
and at frequent intervals delighted Keats by gathering the wild flowers 
which in some parts grew in profusion. The scenery, always near the 
sea, combined with the pure air, was most exhilarating, the former not 
only in its novelty, but in richness of coloiur and freshness at the same 
time. I gained strength by my pedestrian trip, and got to Home con- 
siderably stronger than when I left England. Keats, on the other hand, 
had become very listless, and seldom seemed even relatively happy, except 
when an unusually fine prospect opened before us, or the breeze boie to 
us exquisite hill fragrances or breaths from the distant blue seas, and 
particularly when I literally filled the little carriage with flowers. He 
never tired of these, and they gave him a singular and almost fantastic 
pleasure that was at times almost akin to a strange joy. But there was 
nothing sufficiently out of the common to impress us till we reached the 
•Gampagna, whose vast billowy wastes, Keats said, were like an inland 
ocean, only more monotonous than that we had lately left, goon after we 
had entered the Gampagna, my attention was attracted by a large crimson 
cloak, and on approaching nearer I discovered it to be around no less a 
dignitary than a cardinal, engaged in what seemed to us the extra- 
ordinary sport of shooting small birds. He had an owl tied loosely to a 
stick, and a small looking-glass was annexed to move about with the owl, 
the light of which attracted numerous birds. The whole merit of this 
sport seemed to be in not shooting the owl. Two footmen in livery kept 
loading the fowling-pieces for the cardinal, and it was astonishing the 
great number of birds he killed. At last we came within view of Rome, 
a memorable sight in its grandeur and seeming deserted solitariness. As 
we drew nearer it became evident that we were approaching a great town 
of the living. We were both much excited as well as impressed by the 
absolutely unique environment of the Eternal City; and it was indeed an 
eventful moment. We entered Rome by the Lateran Grate, and almost 
immediately came upon the Colosseum, superb in its stupendous size and 
rugged grandeur of outline. It is the best way to approach and enter 
Rome, and far more strikiug than the route from the north — at least, such 
was the efiect on my mind, an efiect never since erased or diminished by 
all I have seen. Naturally, there was more to interest us in Rome than 
in Naples, but the sight that, in the circumstances, was the most welcome 
of all, was the genial face of the eminent physician Sir James Clark, or 
rather, as he then was, plain Dr. Clark. Keats had had a special 
letter of recommendation to him, and had written from the Maria 
Croivther, just before we were out of quarantine, apprising him of bis 
arrival, and again from Naples just before we left that city, and the 
excellent doctor had already taken an apartment for him on the first floor 
of the house on the right hand of the steps leading up from the Piazzi di 
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Spa^a to the church of Santa TdnitA dei Monti. This had the great 
advantage not only of good utuation, but of being opposite to the 
physician's own house, which, iodeed, was a pre-arrangement, no that 
Dr. Clark might have his potient near at alt hours. We both found 
Hccommodation ia the same bouse, and Keats'a bedroom was the ooo 
whinh looked over the steps on the side of the boose. 

" To be in Ilome with Eeats was in itself an event, independent of 
Borne and all it meant for me; for at last there seemed a chance of bis 
being saved, and hia restoration in so famed a place would snrely secure 
his recovery. But the good doctor also thought of me, when be heard 
that I knew no one and bad introductions to none; except that of Sir 
Thomas Lawrence to Canova. Ho went and spoke of me to JohnGIl)eon, 
tho great sculptor ; and poor dear Eeats, thongh at the moment be could 
ill spare me, insisted on my going straight to Gihson's studio, Un my 
arrival I found a great man, the eminent ctHtnoisseur Lord Colchester, just 
entering, and eo I thought it expedient to retire; but Gibson caught me 
by the arm and insisted on my entering along with my lord. Tbrougliont 
tho visit and during inspection of hia works, he showed me the same 
attention as he did to Lord Colchester, and I was so much struck by this 
generous consideration towards a poor and ouknown young artist like 
myself, that I thought, * if Gibson, who is a great artist, can afford to do 
such a thing as tbjs, then Rtmne is the place for me.' Indeed, the act, 
slight as it may seem, was like sunshine to me ; it was literally a revela- 
tion, for aa the profession of Art in London was, in my experience, limited 
to the making of money, bo my little career bad been very painful, for I 
had not then, and have never since had, the power of uniting trade and 
Art to the advantage of the former. On my return Keata was delighted 
with this first ' treat to humanity,' as he called it, and discussed the plans 
he had devised for me during my sojourn. To start with, he wanted mo 
to begin at once upon a picture, to commence that very day with at least 
a sketch, particularly as I treasured some hope of a chance of the Bc^al 
Academy's granting me the three years' pension of travelling-student, of 
which the unfavourable aspect was that I had already got to Borne on my 
own account, and, as Eeats suggested, I might thereby have offended the 
touchy pride of the Council. It required a greater amount of prudence 
than I possessed to make a too obvious clutch at the pension. Keats then 
lold me confidentially some of bis reasons for thinking that my cliances 
were very Bli|;ht. One was that my having obtained the gold medal after 
it had been withheld so many years bad createtl siicli an amount of envy 
aud even malice against me that I bad to fight nguinst a host of tradesmen 
in Art. He recounted his being at a dinner with Hilton and some other 
artists at the house of Hiltoii's brother-in-law, and the subject of conver- 
sation was tho Royal Academy's having given me the long unawardnl 
gold medal. Some one scomfnlly explained that tho picture was very- 
inferior, lint that as the artist was an old fellow, and bad made frequent 
attempts for the prize, the Council had given the medal out of pity and 
not for any merit. Keats, after a few moments, expressed his disgust at 



V- 



66 LIFE OF JOSEPH SEVERN. 

such a mean lie, having first awaited a fiat contradiction from one of the 
three artists present besides Hilton, who knew it to be a lie; and he 
declared that he would not any longer sit at the same table with such 
traducers and snobs ; that he knew me intimately, had seen my picture 
and recognised its merits ; that, as they well knew, I was a young man, 
and that the picture was my first attempt for a prize of any kind. He 
then rose from the .table and abruptly left the party. This fact he had 
not communicated to me before, he said, from the fear that it might 
disturb me and lead me astray. But now, he urged, it was most 
expedient that I should lose no time in contending with my artistic 
enemies, and to confront them before they could do me further harm. 
He became much excited as be recounted this villainy, for with his ready 
sympathy he placed himself in my position. Although small of stature, 
yet on these occasions of acts of meanness, he seemed to rise to a larger 
stature, and the effect was a marvellous contrast to his charming manner 
when he was tranquil. Tet though thus ever ready to speak of my 
small worries, he said little of his own. While in Italy he always shrank 
from speaking in direct terms of the actual things which were killing 
him. Certainly the 'Blackwood's' attack was one of the least of his 
miseries, for he never even mentioned it to me. The greater trouble 
which was engulfing him he signified in a hundred ways. Was it to be 
wondered at that at the time when the happiest life was presented to his 
view, when it was arranged that he was to marry a young person of 
beauty and fortune, when the little knot of friends who valued him and 
believed in a future for the beloved poet, and he himself, with generous, 
unselfish feelings, looked forward to it more delighted on their account — 
was it to be wondered at that, on the appearance of consumption, his 
ardent mind should have sunk into despair? He seemed struck down 
from the highest happiness to the lowest misery. He felt crushed at the 
prospect of being cut off at the early age of twenty-four, when the cup 
was at his lii)s, and he was beginning to drink that cup of delight which 
was to last his mortal life through, which would have insured to him 
the happiness of home — happiness he had never felt, for he was an 
orphan, and which would be a barrier for him against a cold and (to him) 
a malignant world." 

Earlier, in the article which he entitled * The Vicissitudes 
of Keats's Fame,' he wrote : 

" Now that I am reviewing all the progress of his illness, from his first 
symptoms, I cannot but think his life might have been preserved by an 
Italian sojourn, if it had been adopted in time, and if circumstances had 
been improved as they presented themselves. And, indeed, if he had 
had the further good fortune to go to America, which he partly con- 
templated before the death of his younger brother, not only would his lifo 
and health have been preserved, but his early fame have been insured. 
He would have lived independent of the London world, which was 
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Htiiving to drt^ him down in his poetic career, and adding to the BufTeringB 
nhich I consider one of ttie immediate causes of his early death." 

On Keats's urgent request, Severn agreed to go on with 
bis art>work in such leisure as he could command. 

" I proceeded forthwith," ho says, " to make the sketch of the ' Death of 
Alclbiadea.' Eeats continued to be anguished on my account, for he knew 
i\B well as I that my prospeclB in great measure depended on my 
producing another picture in competition for the student's pension; but 
vitti my agitation for the poor fellow it seemed impossible that J could 
«xecut« such a work for such a purpose, in what were then my circum- 
stances. Nevertheless it was a great cousolatioa to Eeata to see that I 
was building up tho ' Alcibiades.' About this time he espressed a strong 
desire that we had a pianoforte, so that I might play to him, for not only 
was he pasdonatcly fond of music, but found that hia constant pain and 
o'erfretted nerves were much soothed by it. This I managed to obtain on 
loan, and Dr. Clark procured me many volumes and pieces of music, and 
Keats had thus a welcome solace in the dreary hours he had to pass. 
Among the volumes was one of Haydn's Symphonies, and these were his 
delight, and he would exclaim enthusiastically, ' This Haydn is like a 
child, for there is no knowing what ho will do next.' 

" In our first Roman days we got very odd and bad dinners sent in, ait 
tlie Itoman custom is, from a Trattoria, or restaurant. This was the 
more intolerable as we paid a crown for each meal, and as eacb, for all 
their cunning disguises in sauces and apices, was more unpalatable than 
the other. We put up with this aimoyance for more than a week, 
although we made daily complaints to the padroni di caia, but one day 
we both pronounced the dinner to be unfit to eat. Ecats hit on an 
expedient by which we always got good dinners afterwards. He would 
not tell me what it was to be. When the porter came as usual with the 
liasket, and was beginning to aet out the dinner, Keats stepped forward, 
and smiling roguishly at me, with a 'Now, Severn, you'll see it,' he 
opened the window, wbicli was over the front steps, and taking up each 
dish one after the other he quietly emptied the contents ont of the window 
and returned the plate to the buket — and thus disapjieaced a fowl, a rice 
pudding;, caulifiower, a dieb of macaroni, &c. 1'hia was all don& tu the 
amusement of the porter and the padrono. He then quietly bnt very 
decidedly pointed to the basket for the porter to take away, which ho did 
without demur. ' Now,' said Keats, ' yoall see, Severn, that well have a 
decent dinner;' and sure enough in less than half-an-hour an excellent 
one came, and wo continued to be similarly well treated every day. la 
the account, moreover, the padrona was discreet enough sot to charge fur 
the dinners thrown out of the window." 

Slowly, but, as Severn thought, surely, Keats seemed to 
improve in health ; and though he was forbidden to go to 
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the Colosseum, or indeed to indulge in any sight-seeing, he 
sauntered along the Corso to the Porta del Popolo, or 
rested upon the upper terrace of the " Spanish Stairs," or 
lounged among the olives and ilexes upon the Pineio. He 
himself thought that there was at least a more definite 
chance for him, or at least he pretended that there was the 
shadow of a hope ; and ScTem joyfully wrote to common 
friends in England that they might reasonably expect 
further encouraging news. So with a lighter heart the 
young artist betook himself to the Colosseum, the Palace of 
the Caesars, and elsewhere, to sketch the ruins, or to the 
Vatican Galleries — and particularly, at last, to study " at 
the feet of Michael Angelo." Eeats, on his part, not only 
read a good deal in English, and studied Italian (with such 
nimbleness and industry that he could soon read with some 
enjoyment), but began to dream of again taking up the pen 
and of writing a long poem upon the story of Sabrina. He 
was, even in this short-lived rally, subject to swift moods of 
dejection — to moments, rather, when the phantoms he strove 
to keep at bay suddenly sprang forth from the wayside 
coverts where thev lurked, and overcame him. Severn has 
recorded one such episode, when he tells how Keats began 
to read a volume of poems by Alfieri, but could read no 
more, and threw the book away, when he came to the 
following words, with their, for him, too poignant signi- 
ficance : — 

" Misera me ! solUevo a me non resta 
Altro che '1 pianto, ed il pianio e delitfo.^ 

But^this Indian summer of the poet's life was destined to 
be pathetically brief. In a few weeks after his arrival in 
Borne a serious relapse happened, and the invalid sank at 
once from a condition of promise to the very frontiers of 
death. Terrible haemorrhages led to a fierce wasting fever, 
and the fever and renewed haemorrhages to a deathly 
weakness. 

" Dr. Clark ^\ as very kind and considerate, and was most ardent in his 
attention on Keats, and at times arose in the night to watch him, when 
any serious change took place or seemed imminent. This bitterly painful 
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poHitoon for me (and so it was in a high d^ree, vhea nottuDg «eemed to 
help my unfoitunate friend) was not without a redeeming point — I mean 
that it was not utter miBery, for I was at least the muse of Keata, 
however unworthy and whatever my deficiencies ; and, moreover, I was 
sustained hy the delightful hope of my beloTed friend's lecovery, if Qod k> 
willed. This hope reconciled me to every difficulty and supplied the 
place of sleep at times, and even food, for I waa obliged to devote mytelf 
wholly to hhn both day and night, aa his nervous state would not admit 
of his seeing any one but Dr. Clark and myself. And yet, with all his 
BuSering and consciousness of approaching death, he never quite lost the 
play of his cheerful and elastic mind. Yet these happier moments were 
but slight snatches from hia misery, like the flickering rays of the BUn in 
0. smothering storm. Real rays of sunshine they were, all the same, auch 
aa would have done honour to the brightest health and happiest mind : 
yet the storm of dckness and death ws« always going on, and I hava -^^^ 
often thought that^ese bursts of wit and che(»fulnesB were called up on > 
set pnrpoee — were, in fact, a great efibrt on my account. I could perceive 
in many ways that he was always painfully alive to my situation, wholly ^ 
dependent as I was upon my paintingN His wit, I should add, was 
seldom exercised but upon unpleasant thin<>s, for he waa essentially 
chivalrous and tender-hearted; and, too, it never tailed to call up 
something pleasant." 

On December 14tfa, foor days after the lUsEtstrons collapse, 
Severn wrote to Mrs. Erawne : 

"Mt dear Maoait, 

" I fear poor Keata ia at hia worst. A most unlooked-for relapee has 
confined him to his bed, with every chance againat him. It has been so 
sudden upon what I thought convalescence, and without any seeming 
cause, that I cannot calculate on the nest change. I dread it, for hia 
suffering ia so great, so continued; and hia Tortitude ao completely gone, 
that any further change must make him delirious. This is the fifth day, 
and I see him get worse. 

" Dte, nth, i A.M. — Not a moment can I be frum him. I sit by his bed 
and read all day, and at night I humour him io all hia waaderings. He 
has just fallen asleep, the first sleep for eight nights, and now from mertt 
exhaustion. I hope he will not wake till I have written, for I ani anxious, 
that yon should know the truth ; yet I dare not let him see I think his 
state dangerous. On the morning of this attack he was going on in good 
spirits quite merrily, when, in an instant, a cough seized him, and ha 
vomited two cupfuls of blood. In a moment I got Dr. Clark, who took 
eight ounces of blood from his arm — it was Mack and thick. Keats was 
much alarmed and dejected. What a sorrowful day I hud with him I He 
rushed oat of bed and said, ' This day shall be my last ; ' and but for me 
moat certainly it would. The blood broke forth in similar quantity the 
uext morning, and he was bled ^ain. I waa afterwarda wi fortunate as to 
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talk him into a little calmness, and he soon became quite patient. Now 
the blood has come up in coughing five times. Not a single thing will he 
digest, yet he keeps on craving for food. Every day he raves he will die 
from himger, and I've been obliged to -give him more than he was allowed. 
His imagination and memory present every thought to him m horror; the 
recollection of ' his good friend Brown/ of ' his four happy weeks spent 
imder her care/ of his sister and brother. Oh ! he will mourn over all to 
me whilst I cool his burning forehead, till I tremble for his intellect^ 
How can he be ' Keats ' again after all this ? Yet I may see it too 
gloomily, since each comiog night I sit up adds- its dismal contents to my 
mind. 

'* Dr. Gark will not say much ; although there are no bounds to his 
attention, yet he can with little success * administer to a mind diseased.* 
All that can be done he does most kindly, while lus lady, like himself in 
refined feeling, prepares all that poor Keats takes, for in this wilderness of 
a place, for an invalid, there was no alternative. Yesterday Dr. Clark 
went all over Rome for a certain kind of fish, and just as I received it, 
carefully dressed, Keats was taken with spitting of blood. 

** We have the best opinion of Dr. Clark's skill : he comes over four or 
&ve times a day, and he has left word for us to call him up, at any 
moment, in case of danger. My spirits have been quite pulled down. 
Thofce wretched Romans have no idea of comfort. I am obliged to do 
everything for him. I wish you were here. 

** r have just lookel at him. This will be good night." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Letter rrom Haslam About Keats — Letters from Hulain and Charles 
Armitage Broivn — Miaa Brawse and Keats — Letter to Mrs. Biawne — 

Keats's mortal illness— A brief mlly — Severn's deftth-bed portrait of 
Keats—" He for his death : and I for bis life "—Leigh Hunt's letter ■ 
about Keats — Long letter to Mrs. Btanne — Keats's last daya — Letter 
to Haalam — Death of Keats — His burial— Severn's many troubles — 
Miss Bran-ne and Eeata's death — Notable letters from Brown and Mr. 
Taylor — Preparations for a biography — Keats's will — Severn after 
Keats's death. 

It waa not till after Christmas — " the strangest and 
saddest, yet not altogether the least happy I had ever 
spent " — that Severn was able to write home, and then bnt 
a brief note, addressed to his sister Maria. After some 
remarks on the journey from Naples to Borne, with an " old 
England for ever " choms throughoat, he adds : 

" Yet I can but liltle judge, for I never leave my friend Keata. He 
this last attack so bad that I fear he never can recover. Tia 



nearly three weeks since bis relapse, and yet no ugne of recovery. Ho 
has kept iu bed all this time, nor dares move, from the fear of the blood- 
vessels on his lungs breaking out again. His suflering is great. He 
wishes night after night he may die, for if he recovers from his present 
attack he must yet succumb to consumption. Heaven look down npon 

him I am BnishiDg a journal oi our voy^e so that yoa ihalt bare 

every particuUr, and I will try to send you my pictnre. The treatment 
we meet with here is very kind, that is, from the English," 

It was during the most trying period of Eeats's relapse, 
when he faintly rallied from the edge of the grave and then 
slid slowly backward, and so alternately hovered between 
life and death, that Severn had the pleasure of hearing from 
William Haslam in England.* It is a pathetic revelation 
of how deep was the feeling entertained towards Keats by 
his friends. The letter, moreover, affords a somewhat 

• Severn had written to Haalam from the Maria Crowlhrr, and posted 
the first or second day after entering Naples. 
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amusing insight into Severn's character, as viewed by one 
of his early friends. 

" Greenwich^ 

" 4th Dec., 1820. 
" My dear Severn, 

*' Tour letter from shipboard when under quarantine gave me an 
extent of anxiety such as my heart hath not known since I parted with 
Keats at Gravesend. It hung aboat me intensely for days, and at nights 
I dreamt of you, but I did not, could not, show it to a souL I could not 
bring myself to give occasion to that grief to any man that the. perusal 
had forced on me. Do not, however, mention in any of your letters home 
that I have acknowledged the receipt of a letter of that date, for altho' I 
should not forgive myself if I had shown it — still friends will not acquit 
one — for that I did not show it, but I hoped you would write, and you 
ought, Severn, to have written within three days again. Why have you 
not kept your diary ? I ask you solemnly, for no one thing on earth can 
give such satisfaction at home as such minute detail as you set out with. 
If you have discontinued it, in God's name resume it, and send it regularly 
to me, only that, however, I may see fit to circulate it. I will zealoualy 
preserve each section (number each, or letter it, that I may do this un- 
erringly, and write on baiik post paper% so that you may possess the 
entire diary whenever you call upon me for it. Do this, Severn, the' at 
some sacrifice of your inherent dislike of order and of obligation to do a 
thing— do it, if but because I ask it. 

" Your letter came to me but last Friday (to-day is Monday, and our 
mail goes out to-morrow) ; you will hardly think that the receipt of it 
relieved me, and yet, sorrowful as are its contents, it did, so deeply had 
the letter of which I have been speaking distressed me — * that Keats this 
morning made au Italian pun ; ' these, Severn, are the things that do 
one's heart good. * Water parted from the sea,' was another of them. 
But, the fact of the return of Keats's spitting of blood stands ! and yet I 
did not but expect the voyage would have the efiect of inducing its return ; 
the climate, however, will, I trust, avail him. Keep him quiet, get the 
winter through ; an opening year in Italy will perfect everj'thing. Ere 
this reaches you, I trust Doctor Gark will have confirmed the most 
sanguine hopes of his friends in England ; and to you, my friend, I hope 
he will have given what you stand much in need of — a confidence amount- 
ing to a faith. Study to gain this, Severn, for trust me, that much, very 
much with invalids depends upon the coimtenances of those about them. 
Omit no opportunities that present themselves to induce Keats to dis- 
burthen his mind to you. I know (tho' since he left England it has come to 
my knowledge) that he has much upon it. Avoid speaking of George to him. 
George is a scoundrel ! but talk of his friends in England, of their love, their 
hopes of him.* Keats must get himself well again, Severn, if but for us. 



• Haslam wrote this remark about George Keats under a misapprehen- 
sion. He and Charles Brown were always harsh in their judgments of 
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I, for one, cannot afford to lose him. If I know what it is to love, I truly love 

John Keats. I sent your letter (the last) to Brown. ' Brown read it, with 

omissions and additions, next door, and returned it to me to-day. I send 

by this post a letter from Brown to Keats, sent to me on Saturday before 

he saw the last-mentioned, also one from your sister Maria, who called and 

left it with me to-day. Tour family, she tells me, are all welL Tom has 

several times called on me, and I understand your father has at last 

become tolerably reconciled. I continue miserably oppressed, I mean as 

regards my executorship ; 'tis now near three o'clock that I am closing 

this for you. My wife and child are well, and I, at least in them, am 

happy. 

" Your attached friend, 

" Wm. Haslam." 

But while the friends in England, \vho had been alarmed 
by the first news that had come home, were gratified by a 
more hopeful letter which Keats wrote to Brown on. the 
430th of November, some eight or ten days before his relapse 
began, and when he was slowly gaining strength and almost 
hope, the poet was lying in what nearly proved the pains of 
dissolution. Unaware of Eeats's evil plight Brown wrote 
the following cheery letter immediately after receipt of the 
welcome note from Bome, which reached the invalid during 
his last deceptive rally, and brought a look of pleasure to 
his face for the rest of the day. It is addressed to '' John 
Keats, Esq., Foste Bestante, Bome." 

*' Ilampsieadf 

" 21st Dec, 1820. 
** My DEAR Keats, 

''Not two hours since your letter from Bome, dated 30th Nov., 
came to me, and as to-morrow is post-night, you shall have the answer in 
due course. And so you still wish me to follow you to Home ? and truly 
I wish to go ; nothing detains me but prudence. Little could be gained, 
if anything, by letting my house at this time of the year, and the con- 
sequence would be a heavy additional expense which I cannot possibly 
afford, unless it were a matter of necessity, and I see none while you are 
in such good hands as Seyem's. As for my appropriating any part of 
remittances from G^rge, that is out of the question, while you continue 
disabled from writing. I'hank God, you are getting better I Your last 
letter, which I so gravely answered aboat 4th Dec., showed how much 



their friend's brother. It is not easy to discover the truth. But the 
unbiassed reader will note that Brown to the last maintained his point, 
and that whereas he had certain puzzling documents and facts, Dilke had 
nothing save asseverations. 
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3'ou had suffered by the voyage and the cursed quarantine. Keep your 
mind easy, my dear fellow, and no fear of your body. Your sister, I hear, 
is in remarkably good health. The last news from George (already given 
to you) was so far favourable that there were no complaints. Everybody 
next door is quite welL Taylor has just returned to town. I saw him 
for a few minutes the other day, and had not time to put some qnestionn 
which I wished, but I understand your poems increase in sale. Hunt has 
been Tery ill, but is now recovered. All other friends are well. I know 
you don't like John Scott, but he is doing a thing that tickles me to the 
heart's core, and you will like to hear of it, if you have an3' revenge in 
your composition. By some means (crooked enough I dare say), he has got 
possession of one of ' Blackwood's * gang, who has turned king's evidence, 
and month after month he belabours them with the most damning facts 
that can be conceived; if they are indeed facts, I know not how the 
rogues can stand up against them. This virulent attack has made me 
like the ' ^,f^,>fif^^n ly ingazine ,* and I sent the first chapter of my tour for 
Scott to publisbTTf^e would pay me ten guineas per sheet, and print the 
whole chapters monthly, without my forfeiting the copyright in the end. 
This would have answered my purpose famously, but he won't agree to 
my stipulations. He praises my writing wondrously, will pay the ten 
guineas, and so on ; but the fellow forsooth must have the chapters some- 
what converted into the usual style of magazine articles, and so the treaty 

is at end I dined with iiichards on hU wedding-day — ^he had just 

recovered from breaking his leg. How could he be so brittle ? And it 
was done in a game of romps with his children ! Now, Fve something to 
make you ' spit fire, spout flame.' The batch of brag-players asked me 
to town, hoping to fleece me ; it was at Reynoldsj' lodging, and I carried 
off £2 IO5. When will they be sick of these vain attempts ? Mrs. Dilke 
was next door yesterday ; she bad a sad tumble in the mud (you must 
not laugh). Her news was that Martin is to be married this year ; that 
Reynolds and Mrs. Montagu corresiwnd sentimentally, and that Barry 
Ck>mwall is to have Miss Montagu. There's some interesting small-talk 

for you. Oh ! Barry C had a tragedy coming forth at the theatre, 

christened Mirandula — Mire and O la 1 What ati odd being you are ; 
because you and I were so near meeting twice, yet missed each other 
both times, you cry out * there was my star predominant;' why not 
mine (C. B.'s) as well ? But this is the way you argue yourself into fits 
of the spleen. If I were in Severn's place, and you insisted on ever 
gnawing a bone, I'd lea<l you the life of a dog. What the devil 
should you grumble for? Do you recollect my anagram on your name ? 
How pat it comes now to Severn ! My love to him and the said 
anagram, ^ TImnks Joel' If I have a right guess, a certain persoD 
next door is a little disappointed at not receiving a letter from you, 
but not a word has drop;>ed. She wrote to you lately, and so did your 
sister. 

"Yours most faithfully, 

" CuAS. Browk." 
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Some three weeks later, after Brown had heard of the 
disastrous relapse following ao suddenly upon the improve- 
ment, he wrote to Severn in a very different strain. The 
letter, notwithstanding its exaggerated language against 
George Keats, indicates what deep feeling " the exuberant 
Brown " could show. It is satisfactory to know that in the 
course of time George Keats was found guiltless of any 
fraud, at any rate by all save two of his acquaintances. 

" Your letter of ITth December arrived here last Tuesday, the 9th. 
I canoot dwell on tbe subject of it. Either I am shortly to receive mora 
favourable accounts, or to suffer the bitterest oevrs. I feel — and I 
cannot help it — all your attentions to my unhappy Keats as if they were 
shown to myself, — yet how difficult 1 have fouud it to return you thanks, 
until this morning it has been utterly out of my power to write on so 
melancholy a story. He is pre^nt to me everywhere and at all times — 
he DOW seems sitting by my side and looking hard in my face, though I 
have taken the opportunity of writing this in company — for I scarcely 
believe I could du it alone. Much as I have loved him, I never knew 
how closely he w.is wound about my heart. Ura. Brawne was greatly 

agitated when I told her of and her daughter I don't know 

how — for I was not present — yet she bears it with great firmness, mourn- 
fully but without affectation. I understand she says to hii) mother, ' I 
believe ho must soou die, and when you hear of his death, tell mo 
immediately. I am not a fool 1 ' 

" Poor girl I she doca not know how desolate her heart will he when 
she learns there is no hope, and how wretched she will feel, without being 
a fooL The only hope I have rests on Dr. Clark not considering the 
case in so gloomy a light as you do — for his kindness ask him to receive 
a stranger's thanks. But you and I well know poor Eeats's disease it in 
the mind ; he is dying broken-hearied. You know much of his grief, but 
di> you knilw how Gtorge has treated him ? I sit planning schemes of 
vengeance upon his head. Should his brother die, exposure and infamy 
shall consign him to perpetual exile. I will have no mercy ; the world 
will cry aloud for the cause of Keata's untimely death, and I will give 
it. Severn, nothing on my part could stop that cruel brother's hand 
—indeed I knew not, till after he quitted us the second time fur 
America, how cmel he had been. I have already written to him. Not 
a penny remitted yetl not a word in excuse for not remitting! I 
authorise you to open my letters to Keats; if he is still alive, you niay 
perhaps cull something to cheer him, if not it is no matter, but take cnro 
you do not open a letter with my handwriting on the addresa which 
confai'iis anoMrr handwriting; there is such a letter, and you can avoid 
opening it by peeping inside. I hear your family ere well, but I suppose 
yon are by (hii time satisfied on that score. Take care of your own 
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Lealtli. While attending a sick-bed, I know by experience, we can 
beiir up for a long, long time, but in the end we feel it severely. God 

bless you I 

" Yours sincerely, 

*'Chable8 Bbowx." 

A fortnight later Brown wrote again, having heard from 
George Keats. He is still as embittered against the latter, 
though less rhetorical in his denunciations. 

*'This morning a letter from Mr. George Keats, dated Louisville, 
November 8tb, addressed to Keats, arrived. I took the liberty of opening 
it, for it might have contained notice of a present remittance. It, how- 
ever, does not, though he says, ' I hope to be able to send you money 
soon.' As for the rest, he writes very cheeringly; everyone is in good 
health, and there is this sentence, ' By next autumn I hope to live in a 
house and on ground of my own, with returns at least three times my 
expenses ; my gain now is double my expenses.' It appears the only 
hindrance against remitting is a perverse want of the circulating medium. 
Tell Keats all this. As for the remainder of the letter, it is full of happy 
prospects and good hopes. So far, my dear Severn, you may read to our 
X)Oor friend, if yet alive ; it may do him more good than anything else. 
Though the above extracts are really culled from the Louisville letter, and 
though the whole of it is composed of the kindest expressions, my opinion 
of the writer remains unaltered. He is a canting, selfish, heartless 
swindler, and shall have to answer for the death of his brother, if it must 
be so. Three days since we heard, by a letter from Dr. Clark to one of 
his friends, that there was no hope and no fear of a lingering illness. I 
have no complaint except in my indignant feelings against Mr. G. 
Keats — they keep me up. Miss Brawne does not actually know there is 
no hope, she looks more sad every day. She has insisted on writing to 
him by this post, take care of the letter — if too late, let it be returned 
unoi^ned (together with the one with my handwriting on the address and 
hers inside) to Mrs, Brawne. God bless you ! take care of your own 
health — so much do I feel for your kindness towards Keats, that I cannot 
bear the thought of your being a sufferer by it, and therefore regret I did 
not, at all hazards, and in spite of apparent difficulties, follow you both 
to Italy, and relieve you in your distressing attentions. 

" Yours truly and affectionately, 

" Charles Bbowk." 

Keats's rally in January partially deceived 3Irs. and Miss 
Brawne as well as Severn. The latter, thankful to have 
good news to communicate, wrote hopefully, and even 
hinted at the prospect of accompanying Keats back to 
England in the summer. It is difficult to understand 
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Severn's Rxnct ioteiitioii in this matter, for he must have 
known how irrecoverable was his friend's health. Even 
had ho been blind to the almost unmistakable heralds of 
death, aud deaf to Eeats's own calmly judicial survey of his 
case, Dr. Clark bad already made it clear that the end was 
inevitable, however delayed by the slow surrender of a 
strenuous life battling to the last. Possibly he thought it 
kindest to give JWas Brawne some shadowy hope as long as 
possible, or he may really have conceived the possibility of 
the invalid holding out for many months, long enough to 
die at home and more happily than iu a remote and alien 
city. Hope annihilated is perhaps better than hope tortureil 
in a alow, lingering death, with heart-sickening fluctuations ; 
yet even tortured hope is hope, and it may be that the 
letter by which Serem slightly lightened the grief of Keats's 
" widowing love," was the best that could be written. 



"Jan. 11th, 1821. 1 o'clock moraing, (finished 3 a.m.) 

" Mv DEAR MaDAIC, 

"I wid that 'the first good news I had Hhoald be for the kind 
lAn. Brawne.' 1 am thankful and delighted to make good my promise, 
to be able at all to do it, for amid all the horrors hoveriog over poor Keats 
this was the meet dreodful —that I could see no possible way, and but 
a fallacious hope for liia recovery ; hut now, thank God, I have a real one, 
I most certaiQly think I shaU hring him hack to England-^t leait my 
anxiety for hla recovery and comfort made me think this — for half Iho 
cause of his danger has arisen for the loss of England, from the dread of 
never seeing it more. 01 this hong upon him like a torture : never may 
I behold the sight again, even in my direst enemy. Liltle did I thhik 
what a task of affliction and danger I had undertaken, for I thought only 
of the beautiful mind of Keats, my attachment to him, and his conva- 
lescence. But I nill tell you, dear madam, the singular reasons I have fur 
hoping for his recovery. In the first fortnight of this attack his memory 
presented to him everything that was dear and delightful, even to the 
minntije, and with it all the peraecution, aud I may say villainy, practised 
upon him — his exquisite Bensibility for everyone, save his poor self— all 
his own means and comfort expended on others — almoct in vain. Theeo 
he would contrast with his present suffering, and say that all was brought 
on by them, and he was right Now he has change<l to calmness and 
quietude, as singular as productive of good, for his mind waa most 
certainly killing him. He has now given up all thoughts, hopes, or even 
wish for recovery. His mind is in a state of peace rrom the final leave he 
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lias taken of this world and all its future hopes ; this has been an immense 
weight for him to rise from. He remains quiet and submissive under his 
heavy fate. Now, if any thing will recover him, it is this absence of himselfl 
I have perceived for the last three days symptoms of recovery. Dr. 
Clark even thinks so. Nature again revives in him — I mean where art 
was used before ; yesterday he permitted me to carry him fi-om his bed- 
room to our sitting-room — to put clean things on him — and to talk about 
my painting to him. This is my good news — don't think it otherwise, 
my dear madam, for I have been in such a state of anxiety and discom- 
fiture in this barbarous place, that the least hojie of my friend s recovery 
is a heaven to me. 

" For three weeks I have never left him — ^I have sat up all night — I 
have read to him nearly all day, and even in the night^ — I light the fire — 
make his breakfast, and sometimes am obliged to cook — make his bed, 
and even sweep the room. I can have these things done, but never at the 
time when they must and ought to be done — so that you will see my 
alternative ; what enrages me most is making a fire — I blow — ^blow for 
an hour — the smoke comes fuming out — my kettle falls over on the 
burning sticks — no stove — Keats calling me to be with him — the fire 
catching my hands and the door-bell ringing : all these to one qnite 
imused and not at all capable — with the want of even proper material — 
come not a little galling. But to my great surprise I am not ill— or even 
restless — nor have I been all the time; there is nothing but what I will 
do for him — there is no alternative but what I think and provide myself 
against— except his death — not the loss of him — I am prepared to bear 
that — but the inhumanity, the barbarism of these Italians. So far I 
have kept everything from poor Keats ; but if he did know but part what 
I suffer from them and their cursed laws, it would kill him. Just to 
instance one thing among many. News was brought me the other day 
that our gentle landlady had reported to the police that my friend was 
dying of consumption. Now their law is — that every individual thing, 
even to the paper on the walls in each room the patient has been in, 
shall without reserve be destroyed by fire, the loss to be made better than 
good by his friends. This startled me not a little, for in our sitting-room 
where I wanted to bring him, there is property worth about £150, besides 
all our own books, &c. — invaluable. Now my difficulty was to shift him 
to this room, and let no one know it. This was a heavy task from the 
unfortunate manner of the place ; our landlady's apartments are on the 
same floor with ours — her servant waits on me when it pleases her, and 
enters from an adjoining room. 

" 1 was determined on removing Keats, let what would be the conse- 
quence. The change was most essential to his health and spirits, and the 
following morning I set about accomplishing it. In the first place I 
blocked up their door so as they could not enter, then made up a bed on 
the sofa, and removed my friend to it. The greatest difficulty was in 
keeping all from him; I succeeded in this too, by making his bed, 
.and sweeping the room where it is — and going dinnerless with all the 



KEATS'S MOUTAL ILLSESS. 



pretensions of diLing, persuading Lim that tbeir aerrant had made his 
bed and I had teen dining. He half suspected this, bnt as he conld not 
tell the why and the wherefore, there it ended. I got him hack in the 
afternoon, and no one save Dr. Gark knew about it. Dr. Clark still 
attends him with his osnal kindness, and shows his good heart in eTcrj* 
thing he does ; the like of his ladj — I cannot tell which shows ns the 
most kindness / eren am a mark of their care — mtnoe-pies and 
namherless nice things come orer to keep me alive. Bat for their kind- 
ness I am afraid we should go on Tery gloomily. Now, my dear madam, 
1 must leave off — my eyes are be^nnicg to be unruly, and I must writa 
a most important letter to our president. Sir Thomas Lawrmce, before I 
suffer myself to go to sleep. Will you be so kind as to write Mr. Taylor 
that it was at Messrs. Torknias* advice Mr. Keats dxew a loll for the 
whole sum £120 ? — this was to save the trouble and expense of many small 
bills, he now draws in small sums. I have the whole of his affairs under 
charge, and am trying the nearest possible way. Mr. Taylor will hear 
from Dr. Clark about the bill ; it will be well arranged. 

** Present my respectful compliments to Miss Brawne, who I hope and 
trust is quite welL Now that I think of her, my mind is carried to your 
happy Wentworth Place, where all that peaceful English comfort seems 
to exist. O ! I would my unfortunate friend had never left your Went- 
worth Place — for the hopeless advantages of this comfortless Italy. He 
has many, many times talked over ' the few happy days at your house, 
the only time when his mind was at ease.* I hope still to see him with 
you again. Farewell, my dear madam. One more thing I must say — 
poor Keats cannot see any letters, at least he will not — they affect him so 
much and increase his danger. The two last I repented giving, he made 
me put them into his box — unread ; more of these when I write again, 
meanwhile any matter of moment had better come to me. I will be very 
happy to receive advice and remembrance from you. Once more farewell. 

** Your obedient and affectionate servant, 

"Joseph Sevebk." 
** 3 o'clock morning. 

'* P.S. — I have just looked at him — he is in a beautiful sleep ; in look he 
is very much more like himself — I have the greatest [hope] of him ^ 



Mrs. Brawne replied just as Keats's final death-agony had 
begun : — 

" Ilampsteadf 

•* February 6th, 1821. 
*< Mt deab Mr. Severn, 

"Your letter afforded me great consolation, if it were only 

hearing Mr. Keats was in a tranquil state of mind. How much I feel for 

you I how unfortunate his being out of England ! how happy should I 

have been to have assisted you in nursing him I After the distressing 

accounts we have heard I scarcely dare have a hope of his recovery, but 1 

will trust to what you say. When you talk of bringing him to England 
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it cheers us, for, believe me, I should oonsider it among the happiest 
moments of my life to see him here in better health. Yon do not say 
whether he has a cough, which I fear he has. Your voyage, everything, 
has been unfortunate; the only comfort you have had has beeo in 
meeting with kind friends in Dr. and Mrs. Clark, but we must hope for 
better prospects. Mr. Keats has sincere friends in England who are 
most anxious about him. Should he be recovering in the lightest degree, 
entreat him for their sake to look forward, and not dwell upon the past, 
as I feel assured it would add greatly toward it. I saw Mr. Haslam 
last week ; he appears much distressed for Mr. Keats and yourself. I must 
beg you to take care of your own health. Do not omit taking nourish- 
ment, as it is absolutely necessary to support yourself during the &tigue of 
body and mind under which you must be labouring. Mr. Taylor sent me 
the miniature [i.e. of Keats], beautifully set, for which I return you many 
thanks. I received your letter on February 1st, and the next morning sent 
your message to Mr. Taylor. Whenever you are idlowed to mention Hamp- 
stead, tell him we all desire to be kindly remembered to him, and shall feel 
happy to pay his s'ster every attention. Fanny and she have constantly 
corresponded since he left England. Should there be anything I could 
do or send for you, pray write, as I shall take a pleasure in doing it. Mr. 
Broi^-n desires to be remembered to Mr. Keats and yourself; he wrote 
to you the 30th of last month. For the future, any letter with the 
initials ' F. B.' at the comer, we will leave to your discretion to give 
to Mr. Keats, but we entrust them to your care. Your account of Italy 
would not induce me to visit it, if I may judge by the feeling of those you 
have had to deal with ; their want of it annoys me beyond description. 
Fanny desires to be particulirly remembered to you. With love to Mr. 
Keats, 

" I remain, my dear Mr. Severn, 

" Your sincere and obliged friend, 

" Frances 



In his December attack Keats seems to have reached the 
crisis the day after Christmas, when, though still in des- 
perate straits, he visibly began to mend. I have before 
me an unfinished letter by Severn, probably intended for 
Mr. Tavlor. It is dated the 24th of December, and is as 
follows : — 

" Rome, 
" December 24th, 1820. 
"My dfar Sir, 

" Keats has changed soraewliat for the worse — at least bis mind 
has much, very much — and this leaves his state much the same and quite 
as hopeless. Yet the blood has ceased to come ; his digestion is better, 
and but for a cough he must be improving, that is, as respects his body- 
But the fatal pro8i)ect of consumption hangs before his mind's eye, and 
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tuTDs every thing -to despair and wretchedness. He will not hear a wonl 
about living— nay, I seem to lose his confidence by trying to give him 
ibis hope [for hia knowledge of iotemal anatomy enables bim to judge of 
every change accurately, and ndda largely to hia torture].* He will not 
think bia future prospects favourable. He says the continued stretch of 
his imagination baa already killed bim. He will not hear of bis good 
friends in England, eicopt for what they have done — and this is aootber 
toad ; but of their high hopes of bim, his certain success, bis experience, 
he will not hear a word. Then the want of some kind hope to feed bis 
IS imagination " 



In this brief unfinisbed letter alone there is revealed to 
the close student of Keats's life and character the true secret 
of the misery of the last year of his life. " The continued 
stretch of bis imagination has already killed bim " — " the 
want of some kind hope to feed his voracious imagination. ' 
These two phrases bear out Keats's own poignant remarks 
about himself. With a constitution undermined by organic 
weakness, partly inherited and partly induced, and with an 
intellect so ardent, so fiercely alive, that it never rested, 
consuming itself if defrauded of the objects of its eager 
pursuit, he was unable to withstand, in the last straits 
of prostration, the devouring flame of an incontrollable 
imagination ; and above all he was tortured by the imago 
of the woman he loved, whose features, voice, and bodily 
presence were conjured up by his mind by night and by 
day, the woman whom he would fain forget for a little while, 
since she could never be bis, and was already irrevocably 
removed from him, surrounded, to his imagination, by all 
the vanished hopes, dead ambitions, and impossible ideals 
he had erewhile cherished. 

Before New Year's Day the fever had abated, and each 
succeeding day Keats, to the astonishment of those about 
him, rallied more and more, till, as wa have seen, Severn 
was able to send encouraging news to expectant friends in 
England. 

"By the beginning of the month ho had rallied wonderfully. He was 
able not only to get up, but to go oat and enjoy the warmth in tlio 
sunlight, although not for a moment was he to be once more deluded by 



* The words within bmckets are scored tbrongh ia the originaL 
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vrm the meagre bope of uij other ceantiou to hit paini tlun tlist of 
deftth. We went oat ia a qniet-wfty, nol to Me algbti, bnt jut for him to 
breathe the hudii7 air, which inraiiably made him pleAauit and witty. 
Hm fine poUic walk on the Pincb waa oui principal place at reaort, 
puticnlarly aa it waa iheltered from the north wind, and waa wann like 
Btuoraer, with a balroj air. By thii time we had nude the acquaintaooe 
of a Lieutenant Elton, a gentlemaaly yooag officer, tall and handaonie, 
though consoniptiTe, yet, dcapte hia complaint, alwaya an excellent 
companion for Kcata. He regularlj joined ub for our atroll cm the I^ndo^ 
aod at firat we wem InTariably a trio, for, until Keata eeemed to be 
really BF'"'"g in reditire power, 1 could not bring myself to leave him 
eren for my art. On the fuhionahle promenade we frequently met the 
celebrated beau^ and grande dome, the PrinCEae Bnonaparte, Eiat«r of 
Napoleon, who waa the wife of the great Roman aeignior. Prince Bot^eee. 
She wai atill very handsome, both in oountenanoe and person, and had 
a very haughty air, save that it waa at times unbent by luch coquf ttiah 
glances that we all agreed the sight waa uncommoo, and that it quite 
realised the Armida fame of the lady. There waa a degree of llkeoeea 
to hei brother Napoleon. Thii gay lady lived at the TilU Paulina in 
lirest splendonr, of ooune quite Bepaxated from her husband, the Prince 
Borgbese, and made heimlf notorioos ia many ways peculiar to herself. 
Canova had just done a nude statue from her, which wo went to see, and 
thought it ' beautiful bad teste.' It was Eests gave this statue its lasting 
iiame, "The .£olian Harp.' But among other virtues which distinguished 
this eminent lady was a quick eye for a hands(»ne figure and fine features, 
»od hence it came about that she cast iBnguishing glancea upon Lieu- 
Icoant Elton eacK time vre encountered her. At last this so jarred upon 
Keata's nerves, though he thankfully acknowledged that he was not the 
attraction, that we were obliged to go and take our walk in another place. 
KitoD gladly enough acquiesced, for, as I have said, he too was con- 
sumptive, and shunned all excitements; and to be with us was a pleasure 
Tor he was quite alone in liome. He more than once assured me that his 
■irst symptoms of decline were caused by his bolting his food at his meal*. 
1 may odd that he survived Eeats nearly a year, 

"'Twas a joy to me to eec the latter improve from day to day. The 
winter bein^ very fine lie was able to walk out every day, and at times 
was even like his own self. Erelong I proposed tliat my two friends^ 
who always went st a snail's pace, should try the effect of riding together. 
Uoth found that they were quite able to go on horseback, though their 
rides were never anythiug else than slow walks. In this way 1 was 
able to get some glorious strolls at my own pace, and indulge in uninter- 
rupted speculations, and these remain in my mind amid the most agree- 
ftble and fascinating reminiscences of dear Itome. The season was more 
like the lovely Italian spriog than winter, and as I had had few oppor- 
tunities in my continued London life of seeing nature in her beauty, or 
even in her vigour, it was with no small ilelight that then and later 1 saw 
this burst of vegetation, this early festival of Flora. How well I remember 
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risking ay life in getting b «»llflo»er on a kdge of the ColoeseDm, tor 
Keats to feel how all the «ir coold be gcented by its keen perfiime 1 Hio 
i-ye was doubly charmed with the grandeur of antiquity in its noUect 
forms, and with the sweet &tslmesa of nature exulting over all iu kAj 
vtoUb and piecipitous le^ea. The huge rains, onnitinf! of maoivo 
boulders, ■ni«w^ me, for I wondered how the latter were ever lifted and 
joined. ... In this way I eaw many of the finest mini at the most 
favourable moment, and was able to entertain Eeata with my descriptions. 
His rides did not extcid far, and of course be oould walk bnt the abortest 
distance ; besides, Dr. Clark was afiaid of tlie eicitemeot which might ba 
caused by his beholding stnpatdous auj world-famous sights. But he 
wai able not only to tide at a slow walk abcnit the Pindo, bnt also 
aloDg the banks of the Tiber, beyond the Pcrta del Popolo ; and such was 
the good effect on his mind, as well as his body, that be seemed to be 
recorerio^ and 1 was even rash enough to again dieriafa a faint bc^. 
These bright momeats were sadly counterbalanced by the nd and pathetic 
poignancy <A his mottsl sufferingi and forlorn hopes. It was a baid task 
to keep him even outwatdly soothed, and still harder to hazard any 
enoonn^ement What made it still mwe severe was the ^t of his 
sQigical education having prepaied him to judge correctly of hie own case, 
BO that, whaterer sympathy I nught evince, I was not allowed to entertain 
in his hearing ahope of his living. He always explained his own case bo 
clearly and convincingly, and so calmly described just how he woald die 
and when, that 1 bad no answer but silence, and be knew it. Often, even 
in those latter days, he showed his charmiog wit and humour, which a 
stranger might eaoly have mistaken for gay e^oiits and natural fun. He 
wrot« nothing, but we talked on many themes,and even on poetry. Once, 
when I was talking of Tasso, my great favourite, be said that be anti- 
cipated ' he should become a greater poet if be were allowed to live ; ' but 
immediately he shoak his head, and bewailed his cmel late that he was 
about to be cut off before he had completed anything great." * 

But this calm vas not to last. At the end of January a 
new disaster befel him, for he had another most alarming 
attack — a spitting of blood in such quantity that he declared 
it to be the forerunner of his death. 

On the night of Keats's fatal relapse Severn, though worn 
with fatigue and anxiety, perplexed himself with vagrant 
thoughts as to how best to occupy himself, fur he could not 
venture to fall asleep lest the Bwoon-sunken invalid should 
awake and need immediate attention, or peihajts die 

* It is not quite clear whether Severn means that Keats compared 
himself wiU) Tbno, or merely meaot that if his Ufe wer<; prolonged be 
should do Bometbing excelling anything be bad liitberto accooiplisbeil. 

a 2 
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unobserved. Sometimes he had passed his lonely vigils in 
writing to friends in England, as when in the early morning 
of January the 11th he wrote to Mrs. Brawne between one 
and three o'clock. But on this anxious night he could not 
put pen to paper. Suddenly, touched to tears by the wan 
face of Keats upon the pillow, with deathly dews upon the 
forehead, the idea occurred to him to make a drawing of his 
friend while life yet remained. To this happy inspiration 
we are indebted for the well-known and lovely drawing 
reproduced on the opposite page, though this " facsimile ** 
necessarily loses much in delicacy of tone. 

'* Dr. Clark was taken by surprise at the suddenness of the collapse, a^^ 
he had a favourable opinion of his patient, and had encouraged me in 
thinking that Keats wonld recover. But now I saw that the doctor no 
longer had any hope, for he ordered the scanty food of a single anchovy a 
day, with a morsel of bread. Although he was thus kept down in a 
starving state, yet there was always the fear of his ulcerated lungs resuming 
their late dangerous condition. This shortly happened, and at once threw 
him back to the blackest despair. He had no hope for himself save a 
speedy death, and this now seemed denied to him, for he believed that he 
might be doomed to linger on all through the spring. His despair was 
more on my account, for, as he explained, his death might be a lon^ 
and lingering one, attended with a slow delirious death-stage. This was in 
ai>prehension his greatest pain, and having been foreseen had been prt- 
pared for. One day, tormented by the pangs of hunger, he broke down 
sud«lenlv and demanded that this * foreseen resource' should be given him. 
The demand was for the phial of laudanum I had bought at Lis 
request at Gravesend. When I demurred, he said to me that he claimed it 
as his own and his right, for, he added with great emotion, *As my 
death is certain, I only wish to save you from the long miseries C'f attending 
and beholding it. It may yet be deferretl, and I can see tl.at you will 
thereby be stranded through your lack of resources, and that you will ruin 
all your prosi^ects. I am keeping you iVum your painting, and as I am 
sure to die, why not let me die now? I have now determined to take 
this laudanum, and anticipate a lingering death, while emancipating you.' 
Of course I was horrified, and tried in every way to exj-lain the madness 
of the act, and to urge the cruelty it would evince to all his friends, 
and indifference to their efforts for him. Again and again I urged this, 
affirming my right as the principal of these friends, and assuring him that 
I should never be tired of him or of my njinistrations, and that even on 
the score of my immediate prospects 1 was in no fear of i)enlition, for 
I expected the student's pension from the Royal j^cademy. This some- 
what calmed him, but as 1 still refused to let him have the laudanum 
he becaiLC furious. Ue even sui)plicated me with touching |)athos, and 
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inrlth equally touching eloquence described the manner of his death by 
continued diarrhoea ; but on my persistent refusal he grew more and more 
violent against mo, and I was afraid he might die in the midst of his 
despairing rage. And yet in all this there was no fear of death, no want 
of fortitudo or manliness, but only the strong feeling on my account to 
which he regarded himself and his dying as secondary. So for long we 
contended — he for his death, and I for his life. I told Dr. Clark about 
the bottle of laudanum, and he took it away with him. This wa^ on 
the second day of our sore contention, and when he learned what I had . 
done Keats became silent and resigned, and sank into a solemn seriousness^ 3 
*Twas evident the physician was powerless to mislead the great intel-' 
ligence the invalid had of his own case. Dr. Clark came to see him many 
times a day, and it was an awful sound and sight to see Keats look 
round upon thu doctor when he entered, with his large increasing hazel eyes 
(for as his face decreased his eyes seemed to enlarge and shine with 
unearthly brightness), and ask in a deep pathetic tone, * How long is this 
posthutnous life of mine ix> last?' Ever after the loss of the laudanum he 
talked of his life as posthumous. When, on the day following my sur- 
render of the bottle to the doctor's care, our kind friend called, and was 
abruptly and sternly auked, ' How long is this posthumous life of mine to . 
last ? ' he was unable to answer, and afterwards assured me that he could \ 
not withstand the intense expression of Keats*s eyes. Now that his face 
was so sunk and pale, tnose hazel eyes became more prominent and less 
human ; indeed at times, owing to the intelligence of Keats when he was 
questioning Dr. Clark, his eyes had the abstract expression of a super- 
natural being, and he evidently knew well all that was passing in the 
doctor's mind, although the latter was unable to venture a word. After a 
week of those tragic scenes (and daily Keats asked Dr. Clark the same 
question as to how long his posthumous life was to last) he became some- 
what more calm, and harrowed me by recounting the minutest details of 
his approaching death. As I was so fortunate as never to lose my ijatience 
or my temper on the most trying topics — and in his sore weakness he 
was often regardless of my feelings — ^he at last became sensible of his own 
want of dignity, such as he said ' every man should have in his dying 
moments.' I bad made him some coffee, and he threw it away. I then 
made some more, and he threw that away also. But when I cheerfully 
made it a third time, he was deeply affected, and confessed ' that he had 
no agony but what he felt for me,' and that he was sure my endurance 
of his ' savageness ' arose from my long prayers on his bdialf and from my 
patient devotion to him. ' Severn,' he said to me one day, * I now under- 
stand how you can bear all this — 'tis your Christian fedth ; and here am I, ^ 
with desperation in death that would disgrace the commonest fellow ! 
How I should like it if it were possible to get some of Jeremy Taylor*s 
works for you to read to me, and I should gain consolation, for I have 
always been a great admirer of this devout author.' 
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Severn before Eeats's death, it seems opportune to inclnde 
them here. One from the poet's publisher, Mr. Taylor, did 
arrive before that event, and was welcome on account of 
what it said concerning certain financial matters. Mr. Tay- 
lor's letter was, indeed, a great relief to Severn, who had 
been in profound anxiety on Eeats's account. 

About a week later, Mr. Hessev also wrote to Severn. It 
is a long letter, the kind of epistle one would expect from a 
clergyman of the most pronounced evangelicalism. It is 
unnecessary to print ]Mr. Hessey's well-meant sermon, or 
even the equally earnest though more interesting epistle 
despatched a fortnight later, wherein there is " a regretful 
remembrance of having heard poor Eeats utter the most 
extraordinary and revolting opinions." 

Though this letter was written four days after Keats's 
death, the news of that event did not reach the friends in 
London till the 17th or 18th of March. So when Leigh 
Hunt wrote the following letter to Severn he had no idea 
that "the great poet and noble-hearted man," as with 
characteristic generosity and enthusiasm he calls Eeats, 
had been dead for more than three weeks. 

" Vale of Health, Hampsteail, 

** March 8th, 1821. 
" Deab Severn,— 

"You have concluded, of course, that I have sent no letters to 
Rome, because I was aware of the effect they would have on Keats's mind ; 
and this is the principal cause ; for besides what I have been told of his 
emotion about letters in Italy, I remember his telling me on one occasi<.m 
that, in his sick moments, he never wished to receive another letter or 
even to see another face however friendly. But still I should have 
written to yo?/, had I not been almost at death's door myself. You will 
imagine how ill I have been, when you hear that I have but just liegun 
writing again for the * Examiner ' and * Indicator * after an interval of sevtral 
months, during which my flesh wasted from me with sickness and 
melancholy. Judge how often I thought of Keats, and with what feelini^s. 
Mr. Brown tells me he is comparatively calm now. If he can bear to 
hear of us, pray tell him ; but he knows it all already, and can put it in 
better language than any man. I hear he does not like to be told that he 
may get better, nor is it to be wondered at, considering his firm persuasion 
that he shall not thrive. But if this persuasion should happen no longer 
to be so strong upon him, or if he can now put up with such attempts to 
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consok him, Temind him of That I have said a thoatand times, and what 
I still (upoD 1117 honour, I swearj thiok alwajs, that I hare seen too 
many cases of recovety from apparently desperate cases of coDHnmption, 
not to indulge in hope to tbe very last If he sdll cannot bear this, tell 
him — tell that great poet and nohle-hearted man that ve shall all bear 
Jiia memory Iq the most precious part of our hearts, and that the world 
shall bow their heads to it as our loves do. Or if this [ ] will trouble 
his spirit, tell him that we shall never cease to remember and love him, 
and that, Christian or Infidel, the most sceptical of us has faith enough in 
the high things that nature puts into our heads, to think that all who 
are of one accord in mind or heart are journeying to one and the aame 
place, aiid shall meet somehow or other again, face to face, mutually 
coQsdoua, mntuall; delighted. Tell him be ie only betbre Ds on tbe 
road, as he was in everything else ; or whether you tell turn the latter 
or 00, tell him the former, and add, that \ie shall never forget that he 
vta so, and that we are coming after him. Tbe tears are again in my 
eyea, and I must not afford to abed tiiem. The next letter I write el:all 
be more to yourself, and a iittle more refreshing to your spirits, which we 
are sure mnet have been pretty taxed. But whether our friend dies or 
not, it will not be among the least lofty of your recollections, by-and-by, 
that yuu helped to smooth the sick bed of so fine a being. God bless yon, 
dear Severn. 

" Tour sincere friend, 

"LeiohHukt." 

This is in every way a memorable letter, and readers 
vill be glad of the accompanying facsimile. It occupies 
a single page of a quarto sheet. The two inside pages 
are filled up with a letter from Charles Brown, to whom 
Leigh Hunt took his letter to be supplemented by that 
common friend if he had anything be wished to say. 
The third page is much torn at tbe width-margin, and so 
certain words can only be guessed at. The lection is given 
as it stands : — 

" VTeiilivorlh Place, 

"9th Maich, 1821. 
"Mt dear SEVEns, — 

" Upon the whole your letter ending Hth and loth Feb. gave com- 
fortable news. Eeats, though without hope of recovery, was calm; andyonr 
health was reinstated. Ever since I first read your account of his dread- 
ful relapse, I have never been able to hope. It was then hia death took 
place in my mind — and inwardly 1 mourned for him as lost. That he 
abonld have so long lingered, and in pain of body, and ie irritation of 
mind, was a new distress. The hearing of his suBerings was worw than 
of his hopeless state. I have sat and eagerly wished and prayed to learn 
he was no mors. Yet 1 was full of feara as I read over your letter, that 
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my wishes bad become realized. Let me bave a lock of bis hair — sbould 
it end as my despair tells me it will. Taylor and Haslam bave bad yonr 
letter. I expect it back again to-morrow, wben Mr. and Mrs. Ricbards 
>vill be bere. You refer to Keats's enemies, cursing tbem as bis friend, — 
I Appose yon mean tbe villains of the 'Quarterly' and 'Blackwood.' I 
understand (as indeed Keats told me) bow be intended to treat Lock- 
hart. Now Lockbart was violently attacked in tbe ' London ' by John 
Scott for bis atrocious libels on Keats and others. Lockbart challenged 
Scott, but was (it seems to me) afraid to fight. From this affair arose a 
quarrel between Scott and one Christie, Lockbart's second. They fought 
near Chalk Farm, and Scott is killed. Keats never liked Scott, but in 
such a cause, bow bard that be should die. I tell you this, as it is in a 
degree part of Keats's history, and possibly you bave not beard it. They 
are in good health next door. Mrs. Brawne saw your letter, but her 
daughter did not, from whom tbe worst is kept back, in (to my mind) 
a very ill-judged way. Meanwhile she fears perhaps worse than is 
supposed. I observe her guety is become boisterous,— fitt 
one start rather than laugh ; and, at 
seems sinking under apprehension, 
getting better, — ^he has been extremely 
asked to fill a page, and you will be 
T beard of your friend Holmes two days 
about to meet him (hearing be was walking 
Hunt on tbe heath), to ask what be bad to 
to you, and bow your family are ; but I 
missed him. I bave just been next 

Mrs. Brawne sends her remembrance to you — Miss Brawne said not a 
word, and looked so incapable of speaking, that I regretted having 
mentioned my ^\Titing to you before her. I have so many dull thoughts 
coming across me at every line, that I confess it is an irksome task to 
write [even] to Severo. Yet had I anything more to say, I would not 
spare myself for your sake ; for, my dear Severn, I feel towards you as a 
brother for your kindness to our brother Keats. 

" Yours most sincerely, 

** Chas. Brown. 

" P.S. — Dilke is at my elbow, and desires to be remembered to you." 

" Mrs. Brawne saw your letter, but Iier daughter did not, 
from whom the worst is kept back," &e. This may refer to 
a letter which Severn wrote to Brown by the English Mail 
leaving Rome on the 15th (the contents of which would be 
similar to those in the letter next printed here), or, more 
probably, to the letter to Mrs. Brawne herself, directed (as 
Severn was once requested to do) to her to Brown's care — a 
precaution taken on 3[iss Brawne's behalf. 
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^/ " Rome, 

f " 12th February, 1821. 

** My dear Mrs. Brawne, — 

** I have just received your letter of the 15th — the contrast of your 

•quiet friendly Hampstead with this lonely place and our poor suffering 

Keats brings the tears into my eyes. I wish many, many times that he 

had never left you. His recovery must have been impossible whilst he 

was in England, and his excessive grief since has made it more so. In 

your care he seems to me like an infant in its mother's arms --you 

would have smoothed down his pain by varieties, his death might have 

been eased by the sight of his many friends. But here, with one solitary 

friend, in a place else savage for an invalid he has had one more pang 

added to his many, for I have had the hardest task in keeping from him 

my painful situation. I have kept him alive by these means week after 

week. He had refused all food, but I tried him every way — I left him no 

excuse. Many times I have prepared his meals six times over, and kept 

from him the trouble I had in doing it. I have not been able to leave 

him, that is, I have not dared to do it, but when he slept. Had he come 

here alone he would have plunged into the grave in secret — we should 

never have known one syllable about him. This reflection alone repays 

me for all I have done. It is impossible to conceive what the sufferings 

of this poor fellow have been. Now he is still alive and calm. If I say 

more I shall say too much. Yet at times I have hoped he would recover, 

but the Doctor shook his head, and Keats would not hear that he was 

better — the thought of recovery is beyond everything dreadful to him. 

We now dare not perceive any improvement, for the hope of death seems 

his only comfort. He talks of the quiet grave as the first rest he can 

ever have. I can believe and feel this most truly. In the last week a 

l«reat desire for books came across, his mind. I got him all the books at 

hand and for three days this charm lasted on him, but now it is gone. Yet 

he is very calm — he is more and more reconciled to his fortunes. 

" Feb. 14th. — Little or no change has taken ])lace in Keats since the 

commencement of this, except this beautiful one that his mind is growing 

to great quietness and peace — I find this change has its rise from the 

increasing weakness of his body, but it seems like, a delightful sleep to 

me. I have been beating about in the tempest of his mind so long. 

To-night he has talked very much to me, but so easily that he at last 

fell into a pleasant sleep— he seems to have comfortable dreams without 

nightmare. This will bring on some change — it cannot be worse, it may 

be better. Among the many things he has. requested of me to-night, 

this is the principal, that on his grave shall be this — 

' Here lies one whose name was writ in water.' 

" You will understand this so well that I will not say a word about it, 
but is it not dreadful that he should with all his misfortunes on his mind 
and perhaps wrought up to their abisme, end his life without one jot of 
human happiness? When he first came here he purchased a copy of 
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Alfieri, but put it down at the second page — ' Miseia me ! ' He was mack 
afifected at this passage. 

'Misera me I Sollievo a me non resta 
Altro che 1 pianto, ed il pianto h delitto.' 
• • • • • 

** Since, a letter has come. I gave it to Keats, supposing it to be one 
of yours, but it proved sadly otherwise. The glance of that letter tore 
him to pieces. The effects were on him for many days — ^he did not read 
it — ^he could not, but requested me to place it in his coffin together with 
a purse and letter (unopened) of his sister's, since which titaoe he has- 
requested me not to place that letter in his coffin, but only his sister's 
purse and letter with some hair. Then (?) he found many causes of his 
illness in the exciting and thwarting of his passions, but I peranaded him 
to feel otherwise on this delicate point In his most irritable state he 
I sees a friendless world with everything that his life presents, particalarly 
the kindness of his friends tending to his untimely death. I have got an 
English nurse to come two hours every other day ; so that I have quite 
recovered my health, but my nurse after coming three times has been 
taken ill to-day — ^this is a little unfortunate as Keats seems to like her. 
You see I cannot do anything until poor Keats is asleep : this morning 
he has waked very calm — I think he seems somewhat better. He has 
taken half a pint of fresh milk ; the milk here is beautifnl to all the senses 
— ^it is delicious — ^for three weeks he has lived on it, sometimes taking a 
pint and a half in a day. 

** You astonish me about . . . poor Keats is a martyr to the tricks of 
these infernal scoundrels, others ^besides G. . . his is rather the fault of 
his ( ) than his heart. I can understand him — ^but the others — tea 

thousand curses light upon them. Not only our friend's life, but his 
very nature has been torn to pieces by them — that he is here a thousand 
miles from his dear home, dying without one comfort but me when — 
I cannot bear to think of it. The Doctor has been — ^he thinks Keats 
worse. He says the expectoration is the most dreadful he ever saw — 
never met an instance where a patient was so quickly pulled down. 
Keats's inward grief must have been beyond any limit — his lungs are in 
a dreadful state. His stomach has lost all its power — Keats says he has 
fretted to death — ^from the first drops of blood he knew he must die. He 
says no common chance of living was for him." 

If Keats, to the regret of Messrs. Taylor and Hessey, died 
without the benefit of those gentlemen's spiritual exhorta- 
tions, he at least had the pleasure of gratification in his 
wish as to temporary possession of one of Jeremy Taylor's 
works. 

The first allusion to this in point of date is in one of 
Severn's February letters to Brown : — 
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" Poor Keats has just fallen asleep. I have watched him and read to 
him to his very last wink ; he has been saying to me, ' Severn, I can see 
nnder your quiet look immense contention — you don't know what you aie 
reading. You igre enduring for me more than I would have you. ! that 
my last hour was come ! ' He is sinking daily ; perhaps another three 
weeks may lose him to me for ever. I made sure of his recovery when we 
set out. I was selfish, I thought of his value to me; I made my own 
public success to depend on his candour to me. Torlonia, the banker, has 
refused us any more money; the bill is returned unaccepted, and to- 
morrow I must pay my last<;rownTor this cursed lodging-place : and, what 
is more, if. he dies all the beds and furniture will be burnt and the walls 
scraped, and they will come on me for a hundred pounds or more. But, 
above all, this noble fellow lying on the bed and without the common 
spiritual comforts that many a rogue and fool has in his last moments : 
if I do break down it will be under this ; but I pray that some angel nf 
goodness may yet lead him through this dark ^Idemess. If I could leave 
Keats every day for a time I could soon raise money by my painting, hut 
he will not let me out of his sight, he will not bear the face of a stranger. 
I would rather cut my tongue out than tell him I must get the money — 
that would kill him at a word. You see my hopes of being kept by the 
Boyal Academy will be cut off unless I send a picture by the spring. I 
have written to Sir T. Lawrence. I have got a volume of Jeremy Taylor's 
works, which Keats has heard me read to-night. This is a treasure indeed, 
and came when I should have thought it hopeless. Why may not other 
good things come ? I will keep myself up with such hopes. Dr. Clark is 
still the same, though he knows about the bill ; he is afraid the next 
change will be to diarrhoea. Keats sees all this — ^his knowledge of anatomy 
makes every change tenfold worse ; everyway he is unfortunate, yet every 
one offers me assistance on his account. He cannot read any letters, he 
has made me put them by him unopened. They tear him to pieces — he 
dare not look on the outside of any more ; make this known." 

In the * KecoUections,' the incident is thus intro- 
duced : — 

"Dr. Clark succeeded in obtaining a copy of Jeremy Taylor's *Holy 
Living snd Dying,' and thereafter I read daily to poor Keats, both morning 
and evening, from this pious work, and he received great comfort. When he 
became restless, and when he was willing, I prayed by him, and so a great 
change and calmness grew upon him, and my task was much lightened. 
If I had no longer any hope in the prolongation of his life, yet the gentle 
Christian spirit beginning to soften the rigoiur of his dying, relieved mo 
more than I can well account for. 

** He kept continually in his hand a polished, oval, white cornelian, the 
gift of his widowing love, and at times it seemed his only consolation, the 
only thing left him in this world clearly tangible. Many letters which he 
was unable to read came for him. Some he allowed me to read to him ; 
others were too worldly — for, as he said, he had * already journeyed far 
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beyond them.' T^cre were two letters, I remember, for which he had no 
words, but he made me understand that I was to pkce them on his heart 
within his winding-sheet. 

" Those bright falcon eyes, which I had known only in joyous inter- 
course, while revelling in books and nature, or while he was reciting his 
own poetry, now beamed with an unearthly brightness and a penetrating 
steadfastness that could not be looked at. . . . ." 

Throughout the long and trying period of Severn's 
unflagging ministry to his dying friend he had been fertile 
in expedients, in trivial matters as well as in pecuniary 
troubles. He has himself told us how, overcome with 
fatigue, he would sometimes fall asleep in the night-watches, 
and, awaking, find himseK enveloped in total darkness. 

" To remedy this, one night I tried the experiment of fixing a thread 
from the bottom of a lighted candle to the wick of an unlighted one, that 
the flame might be conducted, all which I did without telling Keats. 
When he awoke and found the first candle nearly out, he was reluctant to 
wake me, and while doubting, suddenly cried out, ' Severn, Severn I here*s 
a little fairy lamplighter actually lit up the other candle.' " 

Certainly no one had a more loyal friend and tender 
nurse than Eeats had in Severn. There is a touch of deep 
pathos in the latter's simple yet eloquent words : — 

" Poor Keats has me ever by him, and shadows out the form of one 
solitary friend ; he opens his eyes in great doubt and horror, but when 
they fall on me they close gently, oitn quietly and close again, till he 
sinks to sleep." 

This passage occurs in one of the most pathetic of all 
Severn's letters to his friends. It was addressed to Haslam, 
and was written the day before Keats's death. 

" Feb. 22nd. 
"My Dear Haslam, — 

** 0, how anxious I am to hear from you ! I have nothing to break 

this dreadful solitude but Utters. Day after clay, night after night, here I 

am by our poor dying friend. My spirits, my intellpct, and my health 

are breaking down. I can get no one to change with me — no one to 

relieve me. All run awav, and even if thev did not, Keats would not do 

without me. Last night 1 thouj^ht he was g«>inir, I could hear the phlegm 

in his throat ; he bade mc lift him up on the bed or he would die with pain. 

I watched him all night, ex|x?cting him to be suflbcated at every cough. 

This morning, by the pale dayli«;ht, the change in him frightened me ; he 

has sunk in the last three days to a most ghastly look. Though Dr. Clark 
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bas prepared mo for the worst, I shall be ill able to bear to be set free even 
from this, my horrible situation, by the loss of him. I am still quite 
precluded from painting, which may be of consequence to me. Poor Keats 
has me ever by him, and shadows out the form of one solitary friend ; he 
opens his eyes in great doubt and horror, but when they fall upon me they 
close gently, open quietly and close- again, till he sinks to sleep. This 
thought alone would keep mo by him till he dies ; and why did I say I was 
losing my time ? The advantages I have gained by knowing John Keats 
are double and treble any I could have won by any other occupation. 
Farewell." 



I 



" At times during his last dflys," says Severn in a memorable passage,* 
^he made me go to see the place where he was to be buried, and he 
expressed pleasure at my description of the locality of the Pyramid of • 
Caius Cestius, about the grass and the many flowers, particularly the . 
innumerable violets, also about a flock of goats and sheep and a young 
shepherd — all these intensely interested him. Violets were his favourite f 
flowers, and he joyed to hear how they overspread the graves. He assured "* 
me ' that he already seemed to feel the f owers growing over him.' 

'* During the last few days of his life ae became very calm and resigned. / 

Again and-t^in, while warning me tnat his death was fast approac hing , >\^ 

he besought me to take all care of myself, telling me that ' I mast not ^ 

look at him in his dying gasp nor breathe his passing breath, not even 

breathe upon him.' From time to time he gave me all his directions 

as to what he wanted done after his death. It was in the same sad 

hour when he told me with greater agitation than he had shown on 

any other subject, to put the letter which had just come from Miss 

Brawne (which he was unable to bring himself to read, or even to 

open), with any other that should arrive too late to reach him in life, 

inside his winding-sheet on his heart — it was then, also, that he asked 

that I should see cut upon his gravestone as sole inscription, not hia 

namey but simply * Here Ijes one whose name was writ in water.' " 

Throughout Keats's latter days Severn was much cheered 
by the sympathy and constant attention of Dr. and Mrs. 
Clark, and of Mr. William Ewing, an English sculptor, who 
had a profound interest in the dying poet, and was eager to 
be of any service to him or his devoted friend. But at last 
the inevitable moment came. 

** He remained quiet to the end, which made the death-summons 
more terrible. It happened about half-past four on the afternoon of 
Friday, the 23rd. He held my hand to the last, and he looked up at mo 
until lus eyes lost their speculation and dimmed in death. I could hear 



• Already familiar in various wordings. Here I follow the text of hi«- 
MS. < Recollections.' 
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the phlegm boiling and tearing his chest. He gasped to me to lift him 
up, and in a short time died in my anna without effort, and even with 
deadly rejoicing that it had come at last, that for which he had so 
ardently longed for months. And I confess that his pallid dead face 
was for awhOe to me a consolation, for I had seen it express such 
suffering. I had seen it waste away in that suffering, and I had seen 
that suffering long and in loneliness, and it was a happiness to think that 
the poor fellow's misery vww over." 

And so the long tragic episode came to a close, and with 
the relaxation of the severe strain Severn gave way com- 
pletely. Even four or five days later, he could not at 
first su£Bciently control his grief to finish a letter he 
began, intended for Bro>>'n. The fragment remains amoDg 
his papers. 

" My dear Brown,*^ it begins, and then goes on without further preamble, 
'' He is gone. He died with the most perfect ease. He seemed to go to 
sleep. On the 23rd, Friday, at half-past four, the approach of death 
came on. ' Severn — I — ^lift me up, for I am dying. I shall die easy. 
Don*t be frightened ! Thank God it has come.' I lifted him up in my 
arms, and the phlegm seemed boiling in his throat. This increased until 
eleven at night, when he gradually sank into death, so quiet, that I still 
thought he slept — but I cannot say more now. I am broken down 
beyond my strength. I cannot be left alone. I have not slept for nine 

days, I will say the days since On Saturday a gentleman came to 

cast the face, hand, and foot. On Sunday his body was opened ; '^the 
lunges were completely gone, the doctors could not conceive how he 
liad lived in the last two months. Dr. Clark will write you on this 
head. ...."; 

The letter is scrawled, and as though written by a 
tremulous hand. It breaks off just over the second page, 
and on the third is a roughly drawn but suggestive figure 
of one mourning — reproduced on the opposite page. 

It is not surprising that, with all his fortitude and philo- 
sophical way of looking always at the best side of things, 
Severn was utterly prostrated. He was, truly enough, glad 
to see the calm of death upon the features he had so often 
beheld distraught by bodily and mental agony: and yet 
the final loss of so dear a friend was a bitter grief : " one 
so dear that up to his death I knew not how to trace its 
value, one so fascinating, not only in the power of his 
genius, but also in the charm of his manners, and one I had 
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known so long in the constant and sincere communion of 
our two arts of Poetry and Painting — this great loss, the 
loss of all these, came upon me, and I sank under the 
blow most painfully ; with difficulty, and only, indeed, by a 
great effort, recovering sufficiently to be present at the 
funeraL" 

" The first thiDg Dr. Clark did when he arrived too late to see Eeats 
•again in life was to feel my pulse, to command me to keep perfectly quiet, 
and to order an English nurse to take charge of the sick-room. Mr. 
Ewing also kindly came to aid me in my new harassing trouble, for, on 
the head of my partial collapse, came an unlooked-for sore annoyance. 
The vile indiscriminating Roman law required that aU the furniture 
should be burned, and the rooms refurnished and everyway restored. In 
this new disaster Dr. Clark was a true friend in need, and managed to 
reduce the heavy charges down to one-half the amount demanded from me. 
Ultimately, too, the sitting-room was left untouched, mainly on account 
of the hired pianoforte, which I refused to be allowed to be touched ; and 
as in connection with my protesting guardianship of it I was able to 
prove that I had never carried my dying friend into the room, it followed 
that nothing else therein could be touched. But *'^.e expenses were 
heavy enough otherwise, and the whole afifi^^ ^ost distressing and 
shameful." 

In a letter written eight days later (March 3rd) Severn 
returns to this matter, which evidently caused him profound 
annoyance. To judge from thi^ unsigned and unfinished 
note, the delay on the part of the persons deputed by the 
municipality to see to the demolition of ' infected furniture ' 
must have been unduly prolonged. 

^ Those brutal Italians," says Severn, " have nearly done their monstrous 
business. They have burned the furniture — ^they have done their meet- 
ings — and I believe, at least hope, no more of these cursed cruelties will 
take place. They have racked me in my most painful moments, and I 
have suffered so much that my nerves are sadly affected. Four days 
before poor Eeats died the change was so great that I passed dark 
moments of dread. He was aware of \i himselfl He made me lift him 
up in the bed many times. The apprehension of death was strong npon 
him, but its effect was only that of giving him comfort. He seemed only 
affected when the morning came and still found him alive, and he grieved 
inwardly until some further change made him hope that the night would 

bring death. Each day he would look up in the doctor's face 

This look was more than we could ever betur. The extreme brightness of 
his eyes with his poor pallid face were dreadful beyond description. These 
our last nights I watched him ; on the fifth the doctor prepared mo for 
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his death — this day I cannot dare think on. Some future time I wii) 
write of it, now I cannot hut say little." 

" The huming of the furniture in the death-room," says Severn else- 
where, '' took place in the Piazza di Spagna. Then the walls were all done 
up afresh, and I had scarcely paid the shameful demand when the hmte of 
a landlady sent for me to pay for the crockery hroken in our service, and 
I was at once indignant and amused to find a long tahle covered with the 
broken crockery of what must haye been the d&)ris of the whole parish. 
I assumed to be in a mad rage, and with my stick I dashed and smashed 
everything that was on the table, and singularly enough I frightened the 
vile creature of a landlady, with the result that I never heard any more 
about the crockery." 

But before this the funeral of the poet had taken place, 
almost unnoticed by the English visitors in Boma Lieu- 
tenant Elton was away, and there was no one else among 
those who had known Seats, besides Severn, Dr. Clark, and 
William Ewing, to follow in the meagre procession to the 
grave. 

'< Keats was laid to rest under the sods of a grassy slope in the old 
ground of Monte Testaccio, where all Protestants and others outside the 
pale of the Roman Catholic Church were interred. Ho had the noble 
pyramid of Caius Cestius over him — in all, so beautiful a scene that it 
formed one of the few pleasant things on which he liked to dwell during 
his last days. It was a real consolation to him that he was to be laid in 
80 lovely a place of rest, and in the companionship of so many sons of 
misery like himself, men of genius and enterprise who had found an early 
grave at Rome. This was the only theme on which he tried, in the midst 
of his angnish, to be once more the ix)et — since that of his * having one 
poor friend to close his eyes' — though on this he spoke only with his 
eves. 

" 111, and almost prostrated and grief-stricken as I was, it was all I 
could do to attend the funeral, but was aided by my friend Ewing. 
Several English visitors who, since his death, had suddenly become 
interested in his pathetic story (or such of it as was known), attended at 
the final ceremony. I was deeply affected at this last closing scene, 
particularly as I was the only personal friend present from among the 
little band of devoted friends whom the poet had left behind in England. 
After my recovery I visited this sacred P|X)t continually until the advent 
of the Italian summer." 

In that beautiful graveyard, doubly sacred as enshrining 
also the ashes of Shelley, Keats was laid among the flowers 
he loved best, which he had "almost felt growing over 
him " ; " and there they do grow," writes Lord Houghton, 
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'^even all the winter long — ^violets and daisies mingling 
with the fresh herbage, and, in the words of Shelley, 
* making one in love with death to think that one should 
be buried in so sweet a place.' " 

A few weeks after Severn, ill and lonely in his great 
sorrow, was left to begin his career anew : the tide of welfare 
had turned. The first welcome boon was the recovery of 
health; and among the earliest "luxuries" he allowed 
himself were hours of contemplation and rest in the valley 
of Monte Testaccio. 

In the early summer, writing to Haslam, he says : " Poor 
Keats has now his wish — his humble wish : he is at peace in 
the quiet grave. I walked there a few days ago, and found 
the daisies had grown all over it. It is in* one of the most 
lovely retired spots in Rome. You cannot have such a 
place in England. I visit it with a delicious melancholy 
which relieves my sadness. When I recollect for how long 
Keats had never been one day free from ferment and torture 
of mind and body, and that now he lies at rest with the 
flowers he so desired above him, with no sound in the air 
but the tinkling bells of a few simple sheep and goats, I 
feel indeed grateful that he is here, and remember how 
earnestly I prayed that his sufferings might end, and that 
he might be removed from a world where no one grain of 
comfort remained for him." 



At this point it is opportune to return to some of Severn's 
correspondence belonging to the period immediately succeed- 
ing the death of Keats. In answer to his already quoted 
letter to Brown, announcing the end of all their hopes and 
fears, that loyal friend of both wrote, on March 23rd, as 
follows : — 

** From the first aooount you gave of Eeats's relapse in December, I 
never had a hope, as yon may have perceived by the constant strain of 
despair in my letters. At last your news, passing from bad to worse, and 
from worse to worst (I will confess it), became too distressing to make me 
congratulate myself he was yet alive. Had I been with him I could have 
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borne all this with an equal mind, and, perhaps, as you did, hoped. Still 
when the blow actually came, I felt at the moment utterly ujiprepared for 
it. Then s^e,— she was to have it told her, and the worst had been con- 
cealed from her knowledge ever since your December letter. It is now 
five days since she heard it. I shall not speak of the first shock, nor of 
the following days, — it is enough she is now pretty well, — ^and thro'out 
she has shown a firmness of mind which I little expected from one so 
young, and under such a load of grief. To-morrow I shall be expecting 
the promised letter of mournful particulars ; and, what I am now most 
anxious about, a true account of your health. My solicitude seems trans- 
ferred from him to you. Under Dr. Clark's friendly care everything I 
feel confident will be done towards reinstating your strength of body as 
soon as possible. Ah, I write this idly,— for before you read these line« 
you will be well and cheerful, — ^you ought to be so. The hand of God 
took our friend away, and to God, in all His behests, am I ever reagned. 
I never yet lost any one by the hand of man, though that (you will say) is 
still by the will of God, but certainly with a diflference, — ^I mean by a 
violent death, and know not how I could bear the loss of any one in that 
manner; but here, though enemies have preyed upon him, I am quite 
f resigned, for those very enemies knew not what they were doing, whose 
heart they were breaking. The highest praise that mortal can have belonged 
to Keats : no one ever saw him without loving him, no one could know 
him and treat him uukindly : so convinced am I of this that I acquit his 
brother of malevolence. There is no more news from that same brother.. 
I wrote to Haslam to call on Abbey, and if Abbey will permit it, Mrs. 
Brawne and Mrs. Dilke will call on Miss Keats. They are in mourning next 
door. As for myself, though such things are a mere form, I mourn for 
him outwardly as well as inwardly; as for a brother. My last letter was 
dated either ten or fourteen days ago, oue side had a letter from Hnat. 
^Irs. Richards called on your sister nine days ago, and gave the good 
account you had then written of yourself. When I hear you are cheerily 
again, she shall again hear of you. All our friends in common are well. 
John Scott's death has made some noise, and seems to threaten Mrs. 
Christie and the seconds seriously ; they certainly behaved most foolishly. 
What is melancholy, and almost incomprehensible, is that Mrs, Scott 
advertizes for a subscription. Hazlitt is to be chief man of the 'London 
Magazine,* Hunt will likewise write for it; he has put a stop to his 
* Indicator.* I have not yet seen Ilaydon's * Agony in the Garden;' it does 
not appear to create a very great enthusiasm, some find fault with it for 
being a little melodramatic. It is surely a great mistake to represent 
Judas as a palpable villain in his countenance, which I understand he has 
done in the extreme ; he ought to jvssess a g(.>od taking face, one whom an 
honest man might trust. There, I have given you a page of chitchat,, 
such as it is. 

**God love you, my dear fellow, and believe me ever 

" Yours sincerelv, 

"CnARLEsi Browx." 



KEATS' S WILL. 99 



This letter, one of interest and value, was not written 
immediately on receipt of Severn's (as indicated in an early 
passage), but about five days later and in time for the 
Italian mail. The next letter given here, that from 
Mr. Taylor, has also special interest, particularly for 
students of Keats's ^ Life ' in its fullest details. 

'* London f 
"3rd April, 1821. 
" Mt deab Sm, 

" Toor first interesting letter since our dear friend's death ^has jost 
reached me, hat I was previously aware of the melancholy issue of this 
deplorahle trial to which you have been subjected, by your short letter 
to Brown about three weeks ago. To us here who had sympathised most 
sincerely with you in all our poor friend's afflictions, it really came like 

a relief at last to hear that all was over You will greatly oblige 

me by continuing to relate as often as you can find time and incHnation, 
any particulars of our friend's life and conversation, giving me as nearly 
as possible the identical words used by him. I have been requested by 
several of our friends to write a short account of his life, and for this 
purpose the most valuable of my materials will be those communications 
which you are able to make me. Did you ever remember my wish to 
have a portrait of him ? I hope you have one for me. 

"That which Mr. Brown has is an admirable likeness, and will do 
better than any perhaps to engrave from, but as a picture I would rather 
have a sketch in anything ta^en from the life than a copy merely. If 
there are any papers left by our poor friend which you think will bo 
liiteresting, please to take care of them, as well as of his books. In a little 
wUl, or memorandum of what he wished to be done after his death, which 
he sent me in a letter previous to leaving Hampstead, and which, so far 
at least as this one particular goes, constitutes me a kind of executor, 
he desired me to divide his books among his friends, and states in which 
order his debts are to be paid if ever there should be money forthcoming 
to discharge them. I have written to George to ask him for some of that 
money which John lent him. In the meantime I was compelled to try 
among a few friends hero to raise money after that was gone, which we 
proposed to advance. Five of those who had seen poor Keats sufficiently 
to feel much interest for him have told me to apply to them for £10 eacli 
wheneyer it is wanted, and the Earl Fitzwilliam, to whom I wrote on the 
same subject, sent me £50. For this £100 you will please to draw if you 
have not done it already. Should it prove enough to defray the expenses 
of the funeral, &c., and to repay the kind Dr. Clark, I shall be very glad. 
When I wrote to you before on this subject, I did not state how this 
money was to be collected, for fear of poor Keats being aware of the 
circumstance, and I knew it would so hurt his feeling as to accelerate 
his death. I have told George of the manner in which it has been raised, 

H 2 
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and I hope be will enable me to retii[rn it]. Reynolds, I find, did not 
send tbe £50 after alL I did not know tbat till veiy lately ; be wrote 
[to me of bis] desire Keats would draw upon bim for tbat sum. [Yon] 
will oblige me by sending me an account of wbat is still owing beyond 

wbat tbe £100 above mentioned will enable you to pay Will yen 

make me a drawing of tbe spot wbere Keats is buried ? And tbe mask, 
band and foot will you also send me ? 

** Believe me, my dear sir, 
" Tour truly obbged and sincere friend, 

«* John Tatlob." 

This letter might easily be taken as in some respects 
unwarrantable, but an unprejudiced judge would probably 
exonerate If r. Taylor from any underhandedness, as 
Brown and others persisted at a later date in asserting 
of him. 

As to the request to Severn, begging him at his con- 
Tcnience, and if not disinclined, to send all particulars of 
Keats's life and conversation, there is of course nothing to be 
said, except that Taylor had full right to make it if he saw 
fit. He had no right to expect compliance, of course, and 
good taste would prevent his insistence upon his claims to 
be the biographer of Eeats if any of the friends of longer 
standing who had been nearer and dearer to the poet had 
announced his intention of writing a biography. But the 
request, such as it was, and in the circumstances, was certainly 
not an inexcusable liberty. No doubt Taylor honestly 
believed that he was as able as any one else to >vrite a good 
biography or short memoir of the poet whom he thought he 
knew so much more intimately than he really did ; and in 
any case he may be credited with an unselfish wish to pre- 
serve everything relating to Keats, and not least effectively 
by warning Severn, whose happy-go-lucky nature he pro- 
bably knew, and of whose careless memory he had possibly 
some acquaintance. But as to his having been requested 
by several friends to write an account of Keats's life — this 
is probably mere fiction. It is, at any rate, scarcely likely 
that any other than his partner, Mr. Hessey, suggested his 
taking this task upon himself. Again, however, in justice 
to Taylor, it must be noted that he alludes to the writing of 
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a short account only — perhaps, at most, for an article in some 
important magazine, and possibly only with intent to put 
together a memoire pour servir, inyaluable to the biographer 
to be. Further, the fact that Keats had in some measure 
appointed him " a kind of executor," would naturally seem 
to him to warrant his application to Severn. 

It is pleasant to know that Eeats's dear friend, John 
Hamilton Eeynolds, set aside £50 from his not very ample 
means for the relief of the invalid, if necessary, though, with 
characteristic carelessness, he omitted to remit the draft. 

As to the news of personal import to Severn, he was 
greatly encouraged and stimulated by learning that Mr. 
Hilton, the Academician, believed he had a good chance 
of obtaining the foreign pension ; and he determined to go 
on at once and with all expedition upon his ^ Alcibiades ' 
picture. 

Yet even when several weeks had succeeded the quiet 
funeral of one of the foremost poets of England, Severn was 
unable to recur to the subject of Keats's death without 
emotion. Writing to his mother to reassure her about his 
health and way of living, he says : — 



i(i 



Thank God, I have perfectly recovered my health, for it had suffered. 
I am DOW better and stronger than ever I was. This place, the manner of 
living, everything seems to agree with me. I don't know how it is, but 
the example of poor Keats has made me take great care of myself. 
Including the time spent at my meals, I walk two or three hours every 
day, paint eight hours, and read two, or study Italian. Have you now, 
my dear mother, any cause to fret about my coming here? If I go on 
as I do now, you will not very soon have me back again. Did I not 
think the good Gk)d above would never let me suffer for serving my poor 
friend? Poor Keats, I cannot get him out of my head, and never shall 
out of my heart, never ! I often drop a tear to his memory. You ask 
me word about him, but he must have been dead and buried before Maria 
wrote. His case was real consumption. His lungs were entirely destroyed. ' 
I cannot write anything about my poor friend's death. I cannot bear to 
think of it." 
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CHAPTEE V. 

Keats-reminiacencee— •* The Death of Aldbiades," and other Art-work— 
Wm. EwiDg, Seymour Kirkup, and Sir Gea Beaumont— €has. East- 
lake — KecUsiana — Letters from Severn and Taylor — ^Letter from Charles 
Brown — Brown's reasons for opposing Taylor—Severn gains the travel- 
ling-pension — Severn and Samuel Rogers — ^Reminiscences of Shelley — 
Shelley's influence on Keats — Shelley, Keats, and Severn— The 
* Adonais ' Preface — Edward Trelawny — ^Burial of Shelley's ashes. 

In his diaries, his several ^ Beminiscences,' and again 
and again in his letters, Severn gratefully acknowledges 
tlie great change for the better wrought in his fortunes 
through the circumstance of his having accompanied £eats 
to Italy, and there so long and unselfishly ministered to 
him. 

When his friend had been laid in the grave and he found 
himself alone in Borne, with no friends except Dr. and 
Airs. Clark and Mr. Ewing, with painfully uncertain pros- 
pocts, and with scarce any money in hand, his courage 
almost failed him. At one time he thought of obtaining a 
loan from one or other of his English friends, for the purpose 
of returning to London, where he could at any rate support 
himself by miniature-painting. Then came the strongest 
disinclination to leave the city which he already loved so 
well, and which had for him so many tender associations, and 
whore, moreover, he had opportunities of study and self- 
iniprovomeut in Art such as he could not have in London. 

But scarcely had he recovered from the prostration to 
which for several days after Keats's funeral he succumbed — 
and for a week at least he seems to have been dangerously 
w(»ak and feverish, during which period he was constantly 
visited by Dr. Clark as a friend, and supplied by Mrs. Clark 
with various delicacies, while he was saved from all other 
worry ami responsibility by the hospital-nurse whom the 
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Ivindly physician had obtained for the young painter in 
•whom he was so interested — scarcely had he pulled himself 
together to renew the struggle of life when he found to his 
surprise and pleasure that the tide had already turned, and 
that, with care and tact, he might be able to stay for a time, 
^ud possibly prosper sufficiently to reside permanently in 
Home. 

" After the death of Keats," he says, *' my countrymen in Home seemed 
to vie with one another in evincing the greatest kindness towards me. I 
found myself in the midst of persons who admired and encouraged my 
beautiful pursuit of painting, in which T was then a very poor student, but 
with my eyes opening and my soul awakexiing to a new region of art, and 
beginning to feel the wings growing for artistic tiights I had always been 
dreaming about In all this, however, there was a solitary drawback ; 
there were few Englishmen at Rome who knew Keat6*s works, and I could 
scarcely persuade any one to make the effort to read them, such was the 
prejudice against him as a poet. . . . ' Here lies one whose name was writ 
in water, and his works in milk and water * — this I was condemned to 
iiear for years repeated, as though it had been a pasquinade ; but I should 
•explain it was from those who were not aware that I was the friend of 
Keats." 

Severn now set himself to work in earnest at his picture 
''The Death of Alcibiades,' with which he hoped to win 
name and fortune, and their first practical manifestation, 
** the travelling pension." 

He had now gone to reside at No. 18 Via di San Isidoro 
— though there, at first at any rate, he had no studio. 

With the advent of summer* only one of his acquaint- 
ances remained behind indifferent to the warnings of the 
hot weather, Mr. Campbell the sculptor. This gentleman 
had been left in charge of the studio of Charles Eastlake, 

• Early in May, William Ewing left Rome for EnsjlanJ, and Severn gave 
him the following note to Chanes Brown : — " I have great pleasure in 
introducing to you this gentleman — Mr. William Ewing — ^for his kind ser- 
vices to our poor Keats and myself. Altho* we came here strangers to 
him, he gave us all the attention of an old friend, and that of the moat 
valuable kind. ... I had no other soul to help me. Except Dr. Clark 
and myself, he saw more of Keats than any one— he will inrorm you on 
many points, as yet, too dreadful for me to write. I am still compleatly 
unnerved when I look upon poor Koats*s death ; it stiU hangs upon me like 
a horrible dream« Tou will find this gentleman to possess extraordinary 
«kill as a Sculptor — ^his works in ivory are to me the most beautiful things 
of the kind I ever saw." 
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who had left Eome with the intention of not returning til I 
the following winter. Acting with brotherly friendli- 
nessy he installed Severn in the large and almost wholly 
unutilized studio. Here *Alcibiades' proceeded to di.* 
dramatically with all due expedition, and all was going well 
and quietly (particularly as the young painter had receive* I 
a note from Mr. Howard, the Secretary of the Academy, to 
tell him that he had no competitors, there having been no 
gold-medallists for several years past, and that all he had 
to do was to send a painting of an historical kind by a 
specified date), when news came that Eastlake was about to 
return to Rome. 

*^ I had to quit, almost ' with my tail between my legs,* for Mr. Campbell 
was severely reproved for thus letting a stranger into the sanctum Mnc- 
torum ; but in a short time Eastlake became friendly. I returned to my 
lodging in the S. Isidoro, where I was able to finish my ' Alcibiades,* which 
had been for me a great effort. I had nominally ended my work upon ic 
by the beginning of May, but as there was, as I understood, no hurry for it 
to be sent off, I kept it by me for a little to rework upon." 

Referring to the comparatively lonely months of March 
and April, he writes in * Incidents of Sly Life ' : 

** And, perhaps, I too might have been cut off like Keats, for my health 
was but verj' indifferent ; but I had the help and the consolation of my 
new picture, and was fortunately able to abstract myself with it. Then 
the early execution of it was imperative, as my future weU-being in art — 
indeed, my very existence — depended thereu|)on; so that the necessity fi 
bard and continuous work not only occupied my mind, but fed and nurseil 
my melancholy spirit. Then the magic charms and all the enchantment 
of ppring at Rome soothed mc, when I was Dot painting, into poetic delights. 
It was a miracle of nature such as I had never even dreamed of; for it 
seemed to me when I wandered out iu the early morning that I could almost 
see the wild flowers grow — such progress they made in a single day. There 
was endless pleasure for nie in watching the contrasts with the old antique 
walls and marbles of all this vegetation in its Italian abundance of brilliant 
freshness and perpetual novelty. All this had the m^^t wonderful effect 
in restoring me to health, but might not have been effective had not another 
unlooked-for ally arrested my feeble step and hel]>ed both my painting and 
my loving understanding of nature, for I was soon awakened to a still 
higher aspect of nature, * where dawns the high expression of a mind.* 
The Englishmen and English ladies who now crossed my i>ath were of 
an order much higher and more intellectual than any I had been ac- 
quainted with before. There was an ease and elegance in their manners 
and ideas that most singularly accorded with the beautiful aspects of nature 
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that were then constantly disclosing themselves to me. These accom- 
plished ladies and gentlemen now often crossed my path and offered mo 
their sympathy and friendly aids in all the gentle offices of life, as well 
as the essential. The death of Keats, although he was \mknown, and my 
devoted friendship, had become a kind of passport to the English in Borne, 
and I soon found myself in the midst of not only the most polished society^ 
but perhaps the most Christian in the world, I mean in the sense of 
humanity, of cheerfulness, of living rather for others than ourselves. This 
was a ' treasure-trove ' to me as a young artist, invaluable, as it was my 
introduction to my future patrons, and the foundation of those valuable 
and lasting friendships which not only extended through my first lonely 
Italian sojourn, but has become the inheritance of my children." 

The chief friend who brought about this change was 
Seymour Kirkup, to whom Severn had been introduced by 
William Ewing at Keats's grave on the day of the funeral. 
He was at once an artist and a most accomplished and 
excellent man. Moreover, he had the means wherewith to 
indulge his love for rare and beautiful things, and he did 
indulge in a true and generous spirit. 

** To him even more than to Dr. Clark I was indebted for my introduc- 
tion to the leading English then in Home, and particularly to Lord and 
Lady Buthven, the Countess of Westmoreland, and Lord William Russell, 
who all delighted me with their love and understanding of art, and who 
opened to me so many new sources of information and progress. They 
invited me to charming parties, alfresco dinners (for the season was ad- 
vancing), rural excursions to the neighbouring villas, to the Campagna,and 

the hill-resorts about Rome Then there were excavations and a 

perpetual round of intellectual novelties, to me the source of all I was 
aiming at. And when it is considered how great were my gains in thus 
suddenly coming across numbers of individuals who knew more about 
art than I did — ^many of whom, moreover, made me valuable presents 
of books, prints, casts, &c. — it will be allowed that I was very fortunate. 
All this was the more agreeable to me as I was conscious that I had 
achieved little to merit it. . . . By the time of their departure by the 
end of May I was sufficiently recovered to be able to eodure my own 
society, and even to enjoy my existence in the new delightful symptoms 
of returning health, and to find my pencil moving gaily and with artistic 
enthusiaon. ... I stayed a week at Tivoli with Sir George and Lady 
Beaumont" (Vide p. 114, po$t), '* and had the pleasure of his conversation 
the whole time. He was idways recurring to the great artistic days 
which had passed. His accounts of Gkunsborough, Ronmey, Lady 
Hamilton, Nelson, and so forth, were delightful, but all were msde to 
centre round the pivot of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was the top of his 
admiratioDy both as a man and an artist I used at times stop to 
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regret that poor dear Keats was not alive to participate in these aoenes. 
What a world would have been open to him. Boy-poet as he was, he 
would have soon risen into the philosopher. . . • • His illness and death 
were pioneered by despair. He was hurried down a sea of troubles to 
death." 

Severn conteDtedly enough made up his mind to a sum- 
mer in Bome. Several of his friends urged him not to do 
so foolish a thing as to remain throughout the hot months ; 
but he had not the wherewithal to take up summer quarters, 
and, with his very imcertain prospects, did not care to 
saddle himself with even the least burdensome of debts. 
Before the end of July, however, he recognised the advisa- 
bility of a change to the neighbouring hiU-country. Before 
he left Bome, he wrote to Charles Brown : 

^ "You see on the approacH of the hot and daugerous weather I shall be 
obliged to gp away, and that without placing a stone on poor Keats*s grave. 
^ All his papers I have sent to you, packed for safety in a box of divers 

things belonging to my old friend and master Mr. Bond. I chose this from 
many as the safest way — they will arrive in £x)ndon about August or 
September. Mr. Taylor has written me of his intention to write some 
remembrances of our Keats. This is a kind thought of his, and I reverence 
this good man — nothing can be more interesting thau to have the beautiful 
character of Keats described and appreciated. If it can be made known 
to the English, his memory will be cherished by them, not more for his 
'genius tlian for his English nature. I begin to think of him without pain 
— all the harsh horror of his death is fast subsiding from my mind. Some- 
times a delightful glance of his life about the time when I first knew him 
will take possession of me and keep me speculating on and on to some 
]»assage in the * Endymion.' (I am fortunate to have a copy of this — ^it is 
Dr. Clark's — the last also.) Here I find many admirers — aye, real ones — 
o( his poetry. This is a very great jJeasure to me. I have many most 
agreeable conversations about him — but that only with classical scholars. 
'J'he * Lamia ' is the greatest favourite. I have been most sadly harassed 
alx)ut my picture for the Royal Academy, for this reason — I have received 
notice to send it by the 10th of August. Now, thw is a month sooner 
tlian I expected ... so that I have sent it unfinished without any delay. 
Now, this has been an unfortunate ix)int, more particularly as I am ill, out 
nf spirits, and friendless — most of the kind fellows here have gone to Naples 
< >r elsewhere— so that I am left to brood over the loss of poor Keats's 
company, and above all his advice. 

" You will recollect, my dear Brown, a mention of me (not with the 
greatest kindness or charity), at Mr. Hilton's house. Keats spoke several 
times of this with very great i>ain, from the fear that something of the 
same spirit might keep back my pension. He told me it was one of the 
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meanest said things he ever knew, and at the same time made me promise 
that I would explain to Mr. Taylor the whole afifair — that I would write 
in such a manner as to persuade Mr. Taylor to use his greatest influence in 
)iiy behalf with Mr. Hilton. He said : * I am sure Hilton will take up 
your case on my aocoimt. Now promise me you will do this. I have been 
long brooding over it, and think this damned H. will keep you without 
your pension— or, try to do so — I know he will — so that this cursed dying 
of mine will have been to your loss.' This was but a short time before his 
<ieath, I have written to Mr. Taylor about my present concern, but not of 
the affair past — I have still thought it better not mentioned — ^nor would 
I say about it now, but it seems hard I must run the risk of my picture's 
non-arrival in time from the notice sent me by Hilton. Keats foresaw most 
keenly, and his words come strong upon me. [Now] How, my dear Brown, 
shall I do in this ? . . . Above all things pray answer [paper torn] letters. 
Tell me how the sad finish of poor Keats affected his enemies— tell me 
about his friends — tell me about Miss B. I have been once or twice almost 
writing to her. Only think, my dear Brown, I have known nothing from 
England since poor Keats's death — 0, yes, one very kind letter from Mr. 
1 aylor, which I answered. Haslam does not write me. ... I have like- 
wise got in [hand] a small whole-length of my poor Keats ; it is from a 
recollection of him at your house, I think the last time I saw him there — 
he was reading, the book on his knee." 

Late in August he heard from Mr. Taylor about his 
missing ^ Alcibiades,' and concerning certain Keats details. 

** On the subject of a gravestone for our poor friend, I said something in 
a letter to Dr. Clark, which was to serve as an introduction of Mr. Horace 
Smith to him, but the dread of being in Rome in the hot weather will 
probably prevent Mr. Smith from delivering it till Xmas, and therefore 
this letter will passibly arrive the first I find by your letter to Mr. Haslam 
that you have designed a tomb in the form of a Grecian altar, with a lyre, 
•&C. This is said to be executing, I think, by some English sculptor, ^but 
you want an inscription. I can conceive none better than our poor friend's 
melancholy sentiment, ' Here lies one whose name was writ in water.* It 
is very simple and affecting, and tells so much of the story that none need 
be told. Neither name nor date is requisite. Iliese will be given in his 
life by his biographer. So, unless something else is determined on, let this ' 
line stand alone. I foresee that it will be as clear an indication to posterity 
as the plainest, every-day inscription that one may find in Westminster 
Abbey. I imagine the expense will not be great at Rome. You must 
excuse me that I have not replied sooner to your letter on this latter sub- 
ject I am harassed beyond my strength by a multitude of different 
avocations which not only lake up all my time, but rob me of all inclina^ 
tioQ to write even a letter. I shall be very glad to receive the portrait, &c., 
of poor Keats. In the course of the winter I hope to get on with the 
Memoir." 
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When he wrote this, Taylor had quite made up his mind 
to be Keats's biographer, and clearly relied upon Severn's 
collaboration. Severn, however, with wise and generous 
discretion, instead of yielding to Taylor's importunities, 
thought of the likeliest course which Eeats would wish, and 
sent the most valuable literary remains to Brown. This 
and other episodes are alluded to in the latter's letter, the 
first part of which is occupied with what the writer has to 
say concerning the missing picture, and Severn's fluctuating 
chances in the matter of the " travelling pension." 

" As affairs stand," he concludes, " look to the worst. Believe that your 
pension is lost, and if the contrary happens to be the case, it will be a joy. 
And supposing it to be lost, let it not fret you. Take heart, and laugh at 
an irreparable misfortune. I would do so were it my own case, better than 
if it were my friend's. Place your regret chiefly on the disappointment of 
others, and, surely, with your abilities, you can put your shoulder cheer- 
fully to the wheel, and retrieve the loss. I am a fit one to give you comfort 
on this score. Over and over again have I to Keats and others lamented 
your reliance on a band of Academicians, where there is nothing but envy, 
jealousy, intrigues, and squabbles, in preference to the pursuit of the art on 
your own account, inde|)endently, and at freedom from all conventional 
laws. The English like to be flattered, but in fact they are not enthu- 
siasts in art, — they neither imderstand it, nor are they generous enough to 
reward a man daring his life. Can you not read a lesson in the fate of our 
unhappy Keats? The Euglish are too proud and selfish to acknowledge 
living merit in art and literature. If you continue to study portraits, both 
in miniature and in oil, crowds will be led by vanity to your door, and you 
be rich and at ease in your mind ; but if you were to jxiint a work like the 
* Trans6guration,' lo ! now — you must be \tooT in purse, and (what is wors< ) 
poor in spirit, and kick your heels in a great man's antechamber, and be 
fevered thro' vour life with broils and anxieties. Look to facts. Who has 
succeeded in historical i)ainting since Sir J. HejTiolds ? None, save West, 
and he most undeservedly. I repeat, the English understand it not. 
Think of this, my dear Severn — think of the choice you are now to make. 
Do not let hopes destroy your happiness. What was Sir T. Lawrence's 
advice ? Truly, it was wise. You are now the best miniature-painter we 
have. This is no compliment ; you know it yoiu"seIf. Still, you need not 
debar yourself from the pursuit of the historical, — only make portraits your 
sheet-anchor for profit, and when your purse is swollen, sit down for awhile 
to the other. I could write a quire full on this theme — but enough. 

" 14ith Aug, — If my memory does not deceive me, I have sent three 
letters since I received your last ; one of them had a page filled by Leigh 
Hunt; none of them, however, is of late date. Mr. Ewing has not yet 
called, nor sent the letter from you which, 1 understand, is in his hands; 1 
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shall be glad to see him.^Tou asked Mr. Taylor to consult with me about 
Keat8*8 epitaph — or, I believe, to let you know what epitaph I wished. He 
did not allow me to see that letter for a long time ; I then talked to him 
about it, and he behaved as if he thought it was no concern of mine, 
changing the topic as soon as he could. It was not till the other day that 
I discoYered he bears me no goodwill for claiming, in return for MSS. and 
information, a sight of his memoir before it went to press. I confess I 
could not trust him entirely ; now and then he is a mere bookseller — 
somewhat vain of his talents, and consequently self-willed. My anxiety 
for poor Keats's fame compelled me to make this request; for, in my opinion, 
Taylor neither comprehended him nor his poetry. I shall always be the 
first to acknowledge Taylor's kindness to Ecats ; but towards me his con- 
duct has been ungracious and even unmannerly. Reynolds is the secret 
spring ; it is wished he should shine as the dear friend of poor Keats — (at 
least I suspect so) — when the fact is, he was no dear friend to Keats, nor 
did Keats think him so.* This, however, might be borne, but there are 
other points where I fear Taylor may do Keats aninjustice — ^not know- 
ingly, but from the want of knowing his character.y^3e has sent no answer 
to my yesterday's note. Either by the next or ^e next but one post I 
will write again, and give you my ideas of an epitaph for our beloved 
Keats. The health of every one of your family is excellent, but they are 
sadly perplexed about this H.A. business. Mr. Bond sends his remem- 
brances, and desired me to say his brother is in better health, and will soon 
arrive here from Paris. Richards is well, and asks continually about you ; 
I shall insist upon his writing. I thank you for intrusting me with Keats's 
papers — ^the sight of them will renew many painful thoughts. My next- 
door neighbours are quite well ; Miss Brawne had been growing (I thought 
alarmingly) thin, but of late she has looked more cheerful and better. I 
delivered your messages to them, and they sent some of the same nature. 
^Do not imagine I am in a peevish mood about Taylor ; to give my aid to a 
thing of so momentous a description as the fame of Keats without being 
satisfied on every point is more than I can do in duty to the memory -oL \ 
the dearest friend I ever had. Still I promised Taylor my aid, provided I 
might be allowed to approve or condemn in particular passages, which he 
assented to, and praised my solicitude ; but lately I have heard that having 
got the chief things from me, he resolved to laugh at my opinion. I am 
afraid it will be made a job — a mere trading job— and that I will lend no 
hand to, further than what I have done. Tou must feel with me that I 
. should be culpable, as Keats's friend, even to run a risk^f Taylor choose, 
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* This is a new light upon the friendship of Keats and Reynolds. Brown 
seems to have been prejudiced against Reynolds, and so may have written 
rashly : on the other hand, he was not the man to hint at disagreements. V 
where none existed. If he wrote with assured knowledge, there need be no ' 
further regrets that Reynolds did not undertake the biography of Keats. 
The general drift of evidence, however, points to some misapprehension on 
the ^irt of Brown. 
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on my conditions (which he himself has approved of) my assistance will be 
given most willingly. I heard yesterday that dark ii thinking of writincr 
a memoir—- to tell Uie tmth, I wonld rather jom him, but at present I am 
(conditionally) bound.* Ghxl bless you, my dear Severn. 

•* Yours truly, 

** Chas. Brown.* 

On September 19th Severn replied to this and Brown's- 
next letter (August 21st). 



(( 



Why, my dear Brown, what sad affair is this ? I know not what to 
say in it, except this, that you are the only one to write Keats's Memoir — 
at least to describe his character. I have the greatest respect for the talent 
and good heart of Mr. Taylor — ^his exertions for poor Keats when all was 
hopeless — the publication of his books, &c., set him down as a most noble 
friend — [that] he loved Keats is certain, to have made all these sacrifices, 
but did not feel the delicacy of his mind. I hope and trust you will recon- 
cile this dispute. It seems to me your seeing the memoir is the only way 
to compleat it — that Mr. Taylor's and your own idea of Keats's character 
will be compleat, but certainly not one without the other. I would say 
consult Richards too— he was inferior to no one in the estimation of Keats. 
He will give some valuable scraps. Keats's genius and character must 
make a most beautiful book, as a book alone— not in making a compleat 
poet, or even comparing him to others, but in describing and trMang the 
progress of Genius from nature to art, and then to their union. I can see 
all this with immense pleasure. I can recollect him before he had that 
delicate perception for art, when he talked and felt only nature — and I can 
recollect his knowledge of art to have been greater than any one I ever 
knew. Then his English nature is a subject most grateful. I don't know 
whether to prefer his heart or his soul — but pardon me ; I can only think 
of him and paint him. You must not ask me for contributions for this 
work, except it be from my painting. I am not master of words to show 
what I feel or think. I recollect a point which may be known to you, 
]>erhaps. Keats mentioned to me many times in our voyage his desire to 
write the story of Sabrina, and to have connected it with some points in 
the English history and character. He would sometimes brood over it with 
immense enthusiasm, and recite the story from Milton's * Comns ' in a 
manner that I will remember to tlie end of my days. Do you [know] the 
sonnet beginning — 

* Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art ! ' 

He wrote this down in the ship — it is one of his most beautiful things. I 
will send it, if you have it not— at present I have lent the book in which 
he wrote it, or I would send it. Why how singular that none of you can 
lament out his Epitaph. I agree with you that more should [be] written 



♦ It is not clear whether Brown wrote Clarh or Clarice, but his 
allusion is to the memoir projected by Charles Cowden Clarke. 
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than the line he desired. This morning my friend and myself visited poor 
Keats's grave. It is still covered with grass and flowers, and remains quiet 
and undisturbed. The place where he lies is one of the most romantic 1 
know — ^but I won't send you my bungling descriptions, but I will send a 
small picture of it. On our return home I thought of another * record' to 
him — a Greek seat, with his solitary lyre standing against it, but I will 
draw it. You see this is a seat vacant, such as the Greeks used in their 
[jMper t&rn]. It would say — Here is his seat and his lyre, but [paper 
torn] not beneath. Tell me how you like this. I am delighted with it.' 

A week later Brown wrote again to Severn, and still 
without good news of the missing picture. The main 
interest in the letter is what it has to say concerning the 
vexed question as to Keats's biographer. 

** When I mentioned to you my fears about Mr. Taylor's memoir, I 
omitted to make known the original cause of those fears. It was this. 
Immediately on receipt of your letter announcing poor Keats's deaUi, 
almost in the same newspapers where there was a notice of his death, even 
before Mrs. Brawne's family and myself had got our mourning, in those 
very newspapers was advertised * speedily will be published, a biographical 
memoir of the late John Keats, &c.,' and J, among others, was applied to 
by Reynolds to collect with all haste, papers, letters, and so on, in order 
to assist Mr. Taylor. This indecent bustle over (as it were) the newly 
covered grave of my dear friend shocked me excessively. I told Mr. Taylor 
it looked as if his friends had been collecting information about his life in 
expectation of his death. This, indeed, was the fact. I believe I spoke 
warmly, and probably gave offence. However, as I was jealous of my 
own feelings upon such a subject, I took the precaution to sound those of 
Hunt, Dilke, and Richards, who were all equally hurt with myself at such 
an indecorous haste. I then came to this conclusion, that Messrs. Taylor 
and Reynolds, who could show such a want of feeling at such a moment, 
ought not to be confided in by me unreservedly, and since I came to that 
conclusion, I have had cause to believe myself correct. I will not consent 
to be a party in a bookseller's job. Perhaps it may turn out otherwise, 
but in justice to the memory of Keats, I dare not run a risk. Mr. Taylor 
expected to be trusted implicitly, and takes dudgeon. Now, on such a 
point I know of none whom I could trust implicitly. He says no on& 
understood Keats's character so well as himself; if so, I who knew him 
tolerably well, and others of his friends, greatly mistook him, judging from 
what has dropped from Mr. Taylor — for he is one from whom things drop 
—he cannot utter them boldly and honestly, at least he never did to ukv 
and I have heard Keats say the same of him. What I have written, I 
have written, and I leave you to judge if you think me right or wrong. I 
rejoice you sent me the papers, and under the circiunstances, I think you 
will rejoice likewise. He is welcome, according to my promise, to any 
information I can afford, provided he, according to his promise, allows me 
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a voice on the occasion. In my opinion, Taylor would rather decline the 
information. If you differ from me in my claim of having a voice, still I 
have Dilke, Bichards, and Hunt on my side. Hunt has some poems, &c., 
of Keats, and offers them unreservedly to me^ stipulating, however, that 
Taylor must not be possessed of them without the memoirs passing under 
my eye. Why should it be denied to me ? Any sort of hesitation will 
make the business suspicious. Hunt was very kind to Keats last summer, 
and I cannot forget it If Keats could not like his wife, that is nothing to 
the purpose. .... 

^ I had written thus far on 21st, expecting every minute a knock by 
Hunt at the door with an epitaph for Keats. He did not come till the 
evening, and then with an apology, promidng, however, to let me have it 
on the following poslniay (Friday last), and then he again disappointed 
me. I can wait no longer, but am resolved to send you this letter without 
it. 'Wliy, you will ask, set Hunt about this affair? The truth is, I have 
tried, but can do nothing for the epitaph to my own satisfaction, and 
Hnnt is one, if I am not mistaken, who could word it with feeling and 
elegance. He has sadly disappointed me, but the trouble he 'is in must 
be his excuse. I like your idea of the lyre with broken strings. Mr. 
Taylor sets his face against that, and against any words except what 
Keats himself desired to be put on his tombstone, viz. : ' Here lies one 
whose name was writ in water.' This I contend is scarcely proper, insomuch 
as an epitaph must necessarily be considered as the act of the deceased's 
friends and not of the deceased himself. Still, in obedience to his (Keats) 
will, I would have his own words engraven there, and not his name, letting 
the stranger read the cause of his friend's placing such words as * Here 
lies one, &c^* somewhat in the following manner : — ^ This grave contains 
ail that was mortal of a young English poet, who, on his death-bed, in 
bitter anguish at the neglect of his countrymen, desired these words to be 
engraven on his tomb-stone : " Here lies one whose name was wbit in 
WATEB." * * Something expressive of this, and surmounted by your 
emblem of a Grecian lyre, I think would be proper. But mind, I am not 
satisfied with my wording, and therefore pray delay the epitaph for a 
while. If, however, you are of the same opinion as Mr. Taylor, I give up 
mine instantly. I find it a diflScult subject. Two or three days ago 
Bichards called. He and family are very well. He was in the midst of a 
long letter to you " 

Even by the end of September there was no word of the 
missing picture. At the beginning of October he heard 
from William Ewing : a long letter full of pleasant gossip 
of temporary interest. One sentence may be quoted : — ^** I 
called with your letter on Mr. Brown, at Hampstead, who 

* Many years later Brown regretted he had even to this extent advised 
anything beyond strict adherence to Keats's own words. ( Vide his letter 
of 26th November, 1836, post, p. 178.) 
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received me very kindly. I have dined with him twice ; he 
appears a very friendly man. He procured me a sight of 
your miniature of poor Mr. Keats, and I really think it the 
best performance I ever saw. It is admirable." 

When September and the greater part of October had 
passed, and there were still no comforting tidings about the 
unfortunate canvas which was to have won for the artist the 
coveted travelling-pension, of which he stood in urgent need, 
Severn began to lose hope either of the picture turning up 
at all, or of his success with the Council, though now and 
again he solaced himself with the belief that ^'friends at 
Court " would accomplish what his own efforts would never 
achieve. About the end of the month he wrote to his 
sister Sarah : " Tell father I have heard in answer to Lady 
Westmorland's letter to Sir Thos. Lawrence, and most 
favourably of the Council towards myself. She says I am 
sure of the most kind treatment. I have just discovered I 
have the Marquis of Anglesea speaking for me, and many 
other powerful individuals, so that [in any event] I shall be 

no loser. I am now occupied on a miniature of Lady 

Westmorland, and for the finishing of it I am going with her 
ladyship to Civita Vecchia, about thirty miles from Rome." 

At last one day a search at the Boyal Academy was 
ordered, " and a tin case, all bent double and without any 
direction or intimation as to whom it belonged, was found* 
It was opened, and lo, my * Dying Alcibiades ' ! " 

The Council had postpcmed its decision till the end of 
November, and no doubt at the final meeting the vicis- 
situdes of the picture and the artist's sore tribulation about 
its fate — backed up by the influential recommendations to 
which allusion has already been made — had distinct effect in 
bringing the Academicians to a decision altogether favour- 
able to Severn. They not only awarded him the pension of 
£130 annually for three years, and intimated that it would 
date from the Ist (of the preceding) August, but also 
remitted a draft in payment of the sum he had expended 
in going to Borne. It was a welcome Christmas card, for 
he received it on December 25th. 

I 
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But before leaving this ever-memorable year of 1821 , 
there are one or two important things in Severn's life to 
chronicle. As far as may be, the words of the artist's 
Journals shall be given intact. 

^ In the spring I became acquainted with a person of great interest to 
me ; this was the famous amateur artist. Sir (George Beaumont I was 
making an oil sketch at the Oapitol from Rubras' ' Romulus and Remus,' 
and doing it with outrageous boldness that I might try to rectify my 
great want. He spoke to me and admired my daub most indulgently, 
and told me who he was, and talked charmingly of Sir Joshua Reynolds 
and his contemporaries, all of whom he had known personally. He told 
me about Reynolds' art, how he painted, how many hours, and indeed 
everything I asked him, and finished by inviting me to dine with bitn^ 
telling me that he expected Mr. Samuel Rogers amongst his guests. I was 
as greatly pleased at this kind compliment as I was at the manner of it. 
Although our acquaintance v^as so sudden, and without the least introduc- 
tion, he spoke with so much ease, and had such a lively, benevolent expres- 
sion of countenance, that I was lost to the value of the incident in the actual 
fascination of it. At dinner the subject of Eeats's death and misfortunes 
were discussed, and I became aware for the first time that these were very 
well known, and the continued source of conversation, although both 
Keats and myself were personally unknown. Mr. Rogers ventured to say 
that he believed he had been twice applied to by Keats for money, and 
that there were so many of these needy poetic aspirants that he could 
only shut his door. This made me flare up, as I knew it was a fcilsehood, 
or a mistake ; so I asked him more particularly, but he stuck to his point 
that it was Keats himself; and then I opened upon him, and indirectly 
showed him the slanderous way of talking he was indulging in, and that 
Keats was not only far removed from such * uncanny acts,' as he called 
them, but also that he had no occasion, having been in possession of a 
small competence ; and I finished by expressing my regret that one poet 
.should thus speak of another, and appealed to Sir George Beaumont's 
j;enerosity, who had that very day spoken to me at the Capitol and 
invited me to dine only because I was also a 'pittore.' Mr. Rogers felt 
the reproof, made me ample apology on the ground of carelessness, and 
Ijecame ever after a most attached friend." 

Elsewhere Severn gives another account of this now cele- 
brated meeting, effectually convincing even the staunchest 
of Kogers's admirers, who affected to discredit the truth of 
the rumours which spread abroad concerning his disparaging 
remarks about Keats.* 

♦ In * The Vicissitudes of Keats's Fame' {vide The Atlantic Monthly 
for 1863). 
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"Isoon discovered," adds Severn, "that it was the principle of Mr. 
Rogers' sarcastic wit not only to sacrifice all truth to it, but even all his 
friends, and that he did not care to know any who would not allow them- 
selves to be abused for the purpose of lighting up his breakfast with 
sparkling wit, though not quite, indeed, at the expense of the persons 
then present. I well remember, on one occasion afterwards, Mc Rogers 
was entertaining us with a volley of sarcasms upon a disagreeable lawyer, 
who made pretensions to knowledge and standing not to be borne ; on this 
occasion the old poet went on, not only to the end of the breakfast, but to 
the announcement of the very man himself on an accidental visit, and 
then, with a bland smile and a cordial shake of the hand, he said to him, 

* My dear fellow, we have all been talking about you up to this very 
minute ; ' and looking at his company still at table, and with a significant 
wink, he, with extraordinary adroitness and experienced tact, repeated 
many of the good things, reversing the meaning of tkem, and giving us 
the enjoyment of the double entendre. The visitor was charmed, nor 
even dreamed of the ugliness of his ix)sition. This incident gave me a 
painful and repugnant impression of Mr. Rogers, yet no doubt iit was 
after the manner of his time, and such as had been the fashion in 
Walpole's and Johnson's days. 

*' I should be unjust to the venerable poet not to add that, notwith- 
standing what is here related of him, he oftentimes showed himself the 
generous and noble-hearted man. I think that in all my long acquaintance 
with him he evinced a kind of indirect regret that he had commenced 
with me in such an ugly attack on dear Eeats, whose fame, when I went 
to England, in 1838, was not only well established, but was increasing 
from day to day ; and Mr. Rogers was often at the pains to tell me flo, and 
to relate the many histories of poets who had been less fortunate than 
Keats.** 

It was at the first advent of winter, and at a time when 
Severn had begun to fear that the fame of Keats, such as it 
was, was about to be eclipsed, that he was deeply affected 
by Shelley's magnificent tribute to his fellow-poet and by 
the unexpected dedicatory eulogy of himself. At that time 
he knew little of Shelley's work, and did not take any real 
interest in the poet, for, like most of his contemporaries 
who were aware of Shelley's existence, he was prejudiced 
against 'Hhe atheistical writer and licentious man," as it 
was the vogue to call the rarest singer of the age. 

In his annotations on some MS. selections from the 

* Adonais,' after the lines — 

"Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my heart? 
Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here 
They have departed; thou should'st now depart" — 

I 2 
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he writes:* 

** I first became known to Shelley in 1817, through Leigh Hunt. The 
poet's fine presence is still vividly before me: his tall, elegant, but 
slender figure: his countenance painfully intellectual, inasmuch as it 
showed [traces of his] struggle with humanity, and betrayed the abstract 
gift of a high mind in little relation with the world. His restless bine 
eyes seemed to dwell more on the inward than the outward aspect of 
nature. His manner, aristocratic though gentle, aided his personal 
beauty. Fine, classical features, luxuriant brown hair, and a slightly 
ruddy complexion, combined with his unconsciousness of his attractive 
appearance, added to his fine exterior. He expressed himself in subduol 
accents, which commanded attention from their select mental character. 



»» 



The remark about Shelley's " classical " features, and still 
more that about his '* subdued accents" in conversation, 
afford interesting evidence at first hand to set against the 
statements that have been made as to the irregularity of 
the poet's features, and as to his shrill and almost strident 
voice. 

^ The common charge against him of moral un worthiness," Severn 
resumes, '' I cannot but think was very imjust. But it was the tendency 
of the time, and the charge attached itself to all liberals who strove to 
fight with the conservative party. I remember with pleasure a remark 
on Shelley's cruel fate made me by the late Lord Chancellor, Lord St. 
Leonards, that he thought Lord Eldon was in error in taking away 
Shelley's children, when he could so easily have conciliated the fond 
father through various literary men — whereas the act of deprivation drove 
the poet to utter despair, who finished by attacking religion itself instead 
of the Chancellor. 1 can judge clearly on this, as Shelley, in our first 
interview, went out of his way to attack me on my Christian creed.t 
He repeated to Leigh Hunt the plan of a poem he was about to write, 
being a comparison of the Blessed Saviour with a mountebank, whose 
tricks he identified with the miracles. I was shocked and disturbed, and 
breaking in upon his ofiensive detail, I exclaimed, * That the fact of the 
greatest men having been Christians during the Christian period placed 
the religion far above such low ridicule.' Shelley immediately denied 
this fact, and we at once began enumerating on our fingers the great men 
who were Christians, and the few who were not. When we got to 



* In later life Severn once stated to Lord Houghton that he was 
introduced to Keats by Leigh Hunt in 1817 ; but he was confusing that 
incident with his introduction to Shelley. 

t Shelley, then quite a youth, was in the habit at that time of saying 
things calculated to shock unwary hearers. Severn accepted all he said 
in dead earnest, and judged accordingly. 
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• 

Shakespeare he attempted to deny the great poet's belief, and quoted the 
sailor in ' Measure for Measure.' My counter quotations were from the 
iitterances of Portia, Hamlet, Isabella, and numerous others; so that 
Leigh Hunt and Keats declared I had the best of the argument — where- 
upon Shelley declared that he would study the subject and write an 
essay upon it. I am not aware if he ever wrote that essay, but among 
his posUiumous works there is an unfinished essay on Christianity, of the 
most ardent and beautiful nature, showing his belief and expatiating on 
the sublimity of Christ and the Creator. I do not know when this was 
written, but most certainly no one but Shelley could have written it, and 
it proves to me that his assumed paganism was a monomania — an 
assumption borne out at a later date by the 'Young England' party 
declaring Shelley to be the only religious poet of the age ! The transition 
is immense, but there cannot be a doubt that * Young England ' was 
light, as now every one thinks so. The * Prometheus Unbound * was ex- 
plained to me by Mr. Gladstone as a Christian poem, if but the name 
were changed; and I have met several distinguished clergymen, both 
Protestant and Catholic, who have expressed the same opinion, and even 
that the greater belief in the Christian religion now apparent was owing 
to the poetry of Shelley — indeed, one Papist went so far as to infer the 
conversion of England through it" 

In surprising discrepancy with these remarks are some 
written at an earlier date in the MS. * Incidents of My Life/ 

** About four [eight] months after his [Keats's] death I received from 
Shelley the beautiful poem to Eeats's memory, ' Adonais.' Great and 
touching as it was, and filled, as I thought, with greater beauties than 
Milton's • Lycidas,' yet I could not be reconciled to the author when I 
reflected that in so great a degree he had been one of those friends who 
had most helped to take away the means of hope from Eeats, when 
despair was so shortly to kill him. Shelley, in his poem, is wholly 
unconscious of what I mean, nor do I think even now after thirty-nine 
3'ears are there many who would comprehend what I feel." 

It is a pity that all readers of Severn's words are also left 
in ignorance of his exact meaning. The most likely in- 
ference is that Keats's faith in the Christian religion had 
been undermined by Shelley, and that in his last year or 
two of mental and bodily anguish his sufferings were 
greatly increased by a kind of nostalgia for the faith he 
had left behind, a longing for the old believing prayers, 
the answering God — even for the symbols of worship. On 
the other hand, Severn's solemn emphasis (all things con- 
sidered) does not seem quite natural from him ; while the 
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closing sentence would seem to indicate some meaning less- 
obyious than the above inference. It is to the last degree 
anlikely that Keats sheered off from Christianity at the 
suggestion or under the influence of Shelley, or, indeed, of 
any man ; moreover, the two poets were never intimate, and 
Keats was, as we know, unmoved by his comrade's eloquent 
denunciations of Christianity, whether in conversation, 
prose-essays, * Queen Mab,' or * The Eevolt of Islam.' 
Probably there is nothing behind Severn's remark, beside 
the natural inference : and in all likelihood it was inspired 
by his regrets that Keats did not share to the full his own 
enthusiastic sentiment for the Christian faith, and his 
strong prejudice against Shelley's general views — a pre- 
judice that affected the man, in his estimation, only a degree 
less. Moreover, he changed or modified his views about 
Shelley several times in his life. 

But it may readily be imagined how keen was his gratifi- 
cation when he received the first copy of the ' Adonais,' and 
with it the following letter from the author : — 

" Pi«a, 
« Nov. 29th, 1821. 
" Dear Sir, 

" I send you the eleg}' on poor Keats — and I wish it were better 
worth your acceptance. You will see by the preface that it was written 
before I could obtain any jxirticular account of his last moments ; all that 
I still know, was communicated to me bv a friend who had derived his 
information from Colonel Finch ; I have ventured to express, as I fel% 
the respect and admiration which your conduct towards him demands. 
In spite of his transcendent genius, Keats never was, nor ever will be, a 
popular poet ; and the total neglect and obscurity in which the astonish- 
ing remnants of his mind still lie, was hardly to be dissij^ted by a writer, 
who, however he may differ from Keats in more imjx)rtant qualities, ac 
least resembles him in that accidental one, a want of popularity. 

" I have little hope, therefore, that the pt>em I send you will excite any 
attention, nor do I feel assured that a critical notice of his writings would 
find a single reader. But for these considerations, it had been my 
intention to have collected the remnants of his comiiositions, and to have 
published them with a Life and Criticism. Has he left any ])oems or 
writings of whatsoever kind, and in whose possession are they ? Perhaps 
you would oblige me by information on this point. Many thanks for the 
picture you promise me : 1 shall consider it among the most sacred relics 
of the past. For my part, 1 little expected, when I last saw Keats at my 
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friend Leigh Hunt's, that I should 8iu*viye him. Should you ever pasH 
through Pisa, I hope to have the pleasure of seeing you, and of cultiTating 
an acquaintance into something pleasant, begun under such melancholy 
auspices^ Accept, my dear sir, the assurance of my highest esteem, atid 
believe me, 

*' Your most sincere and faithful servant, 

•* Pebot B, Shbllet." 

It is interesting to learn from this letter that Shelley at 
one time thought of writing a Life of Eeats, and that, by 
his inquiry as to the destination of the literary remainSy the 
idea was one that really occupied his mind. 

A little later Severn wrote to Brown concerning tho 
' Adonais/ 

" R(me, 
'* Jan* iHt, 1822. 
''I have received a copy of the Monody on Keats. 1 find many 
beauties in it, but is it not a pity so much beauty should bo scattered 
about, without the balancing of lights and shades, or the oppositions of 
colours? In this poem there is such a want of repose, — you are con- 
tinually longing to know what he will be at. It gave me great pleasure 
as a tribute to poor Eeats*s memory. The picture of {xxir Keats is in a 
fair way. I have put in your accurate drawing, but I seem to want that 
beautiful cast of him there is in London. I cannot finish without, and 
have named it amongst many things to be sent out to me. The grave- 
stone is advanced, but not up yet. I cannot well recollect the Greek 
Lyre, so that they wait for the Drawings from London. I liked the 
Inscription much, and it shall be done exactly. I have tmmie hair of our 
poor Keats, and have been waiting for a friend to Imng it to Loudoo. I 
have thought of a little conceit, as a present to poor Miss Brawne — U) make 
a Broach in form of my Greek Lyre, and make the strings of jioor Keats's 
hair, bat I cannot find any workman to do it. .... I shall fiot send a 
drawing of poor Keats I intend for you, but reserve it imtil I liave th#; 
happinefls to meet yoo.^ 

In this connection there may be abided hero another 
^ Keats ^ letter, though it was not sent Ui Brown till 
nearly ten months later. 

« f>ct. 26th, 1822. 
**.... I am just about putting up the grave-stiwe to ^yor Keain. 
Una dday has beeo oeeasioDtd by tlj« want of the drawings i4 tfj« Greek 
Lyie. I ooold sot proceed without tbem — ib«y are aocurttK i^iliom f 
lude from the beautiful Lyre to the Museum ^/f Ix«dori,aul tb«y have at 
last anmd. I am aorry, my dear Brown, that you ark not here with me 
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to share this deep-thinking office. I would have been gratified, for I 
still long to talk with some one friend about our poor Keats. Yesterday I 
visited his grave, which is still covered with Flowers and Grass. I was in 
company with some German Artists and Poets — they seemed much affected 
with my recital of Eeats*8 £Eite — and of Shelley's too. 

" This stone is to have simply the Greek Lyre, with half the strings 
not tied. On the upper part will be a bit of Oak and Myrtle, and under, 
his name, the date when he died, and his age. I say it is to have these, 
but it is only my own idea. To say the truth, I did not like yours — ^you 
seemed to have anticipated so. By (but?) tell me if you approve of this 
of mine, though I fear it will be accomplished before you write. It will 
be rather an expensive concern, though the friends here of mine, mostly 
Artists, who are delighted with Keats^s works, offered to subscribe, but 
this I won't allow. I shall make it out somehow. Yet I will have it 
handsome, even for my own credit as an artist, as well as my other 
feelings. I understand that the Life \a advertised. I wrote to Mr. 
Taylor, but have never received any answer — tell me if you know as to 
this. I would like to know if I have given offence to Mr. Taylor — tell 

me if you correspond with him I am now occupied on a picture 

for the Somerset House Exhibition .... I shall dso send Keats's 
portrait. .... 

''I have not heard of Shelley's ashes — ^how shall I do? Tell me on 
this point, and you shall find me apt .... I have not shaken hands 
with one mutual friend of mine and Eeats's since I left England. You 
can't think of this, my dear Brown, at least not feel it. . . . ." 

What memories must have been stirred in Severn's mind 
when, in the * Adonais' Preface, he came to the now famous 
words, " It might make one in love with death to think that 
one should be buried in so sweet a place." 

" The following words," he says in one of his letters home, ** I have 
read again and again, till I can read no more for the tears that rise and 
obscure my sight : * The circumstances of the closing scene of poor Keats's 
life were not made known to me until the Elegy was ready for the press. 
I am given to understand that the wound which his sensive spirit had 
received from the criticism of "Endymion," was exasperated by the 
bitter sense of unrequited benefits ; the poor fellow seems to have been 
hastened from the stage of life, no less by those on whom he* had wasted 
the promise of his genius, than those on whom he had lavished his 
fortune and his care. He was accompanied to Rome, and attended in 
his last illness by Mr. Severn, a young artist of the highest promise, who, 
I have been informed, "almost risked his own life, and sacrificed ever>' 
]irospect to unwearied attendance ujwn his dying friend." Had I known 
these circumstances before the completion of my poem, I should have 
been tempted to add my feeble tribute of applause to the more solid 
recompense which the virtuous man finds in the recollection of his own 
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motives. Mr. Severn can dispeDse with a reward from ** such stuff as 
dreams are made of.*' His conduct is a golden augury of the success of 
his future career — ^may the unextioguished Spirit of his illustrious friend 
animate the creations of his pencil, and plead against oblivion for his 
name ! ' " 

In a later letter Severn says that, ''as a source of inspiration 
for high effort," he chalked upon a blank space on the wall, 
where his eyes would often see them, the memorable closing 
words : '' May the unextinguished spirit of his illustrious 
friend animate the creations of his pencil and plead against 
oblivion for his name!" His gratification, however, was 
somewhat damped by the reception of ' Adonais ' in England, 
and though in late life he recognised at its true value 
Shelley's generous tribute, he was often, throughout the 
months succeeding the publication of ' Adonais,' unpleasantly 
reminded of his "association* with the detestable school of 
republicans, atheists, and free-livers." 

'* When it was published in 1821,** he writes in his reminiscences, '* it 
occasioned a great stir in London among my friends and my family, for 
in the preface his mention of me — though written with such fine taste 
and feeling — was by them taken in a quite contrary spirit, and I was 
written \o immediately with warnings and prayers that I would break 
off all acquaintance with a man of such vile reputation as Shelley, or it 
* would be ruinous to my standing and prospects. How singular are the 
changing manners of the changing world 1 Ten years later I was sought 
at Rome by members of the young aristocracy, as the friend of Keats 
and Shelley — and this arose from the very preface which had the contrary 
effect on its publication. To that preface, indeed, I owe some of my 
proudest and most valuable associations and friends, including William 
Ewart Gladstone, who all consider Shelley the only real religious poet 
of the age. However, it was not long that I had to be * in danger * uf 
Shelley, for in less than a year after Keats's death he was drowned, and 
I had the melancholy task of placing his ashes (his body was burned) by 
the side of Keats, where an infant of Shclley*s had been already buried." * 

After quotation of the closing stanza of ' Adonais,* 
ending — 



« 



I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar; 

Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 

The soul of Adonais, like a star, 

Beacons from the abode where tlie Eternal are!** 



* Originally, Shelley's son William was buried beside Keats* 
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Severn writes :— 

'"Tis thought that the poet is also a prophet, and oertainly in the 
case of Shelley the saying is strikingly horne out — for in this stanza 
he foretells his own speedy death, which occarred six months after 
he wrote these prophetic lines. He was drowned in the Gulf of 
Speszia by the upsetting of his boat, and his body was identified by the 
vQlnme of Keats* poems in his pocket By the quarantine laws it 
was not permitted to remove the body from the sea-coast, and therefore 
the poet*s friend, Mr. Trelawny, adopted the alternative of cremation. 
The bones and ashes were conveyed to Rome to be placed by the side 
of his infant |on William, and there under the old wall of Bcone is his 
tombstone, shaaed by a group of cypresses, jdanted at the time by £dward 
Trelawny. The inscription ' Cor Cordium ' was the suggestion of Leigh 
Hunt, and the plain stone adjoining that of Shelley was placed there by 
Trelawny, who purchased the ground that he might finally be laid beside 
the poet. In order to mark the occasion and the locality with an apt 
epitaph, TrelawDy wrote to many of his literary friends. Several oonsented 
and composed inscriptions for the tomb, but the mourner was not satisfied 
with any of them, and after his waiting and tribulating a whole month,, 
a firiend who was present at the interment proposed to supply the deficiency 
as follows : — 

***Here lies Edward Trelawny, for he is still living."* 

It is noteworthy, by the way, that Severn more than onee^ 

in enumerating the few friends who were present at the 

interment of IShelley's ashes in Eome, omits mention of 

Leigh Hunt, who is frequently stated to have been present. 

The following letters afford conclusive proof that Leigh 

Hunt was absent at the ceremony, and are, at the same 

time, full of a painful interest. The first is addressed to 

Hunt, the second to Charles Brown. 

" Jan. 21, 1823. 
" My dear Hunt, 

" I have just returned from poor SheJley's funeral, the accumulating 
delays which have taken place having prevented me writing [earlier]. 
1 had hoped from day to day to give you the finish of this melancholy 
task; but these droning Italians threw everything in the way. The 
delay has been unfortunate — it has given me great pain and much fruitless 
endeavouring. You must know that the Government here has made a 
new Burial Ground fur us heretics — well walled in to protect us from the 
Catholics who destroyed the Protestant Tombs, and shewed us every 
indignity — this was some years back, llie old ground, which contains 
our dear Keats and the son of Mr. Shelley, stands against the Pyramid 
of Caius Cestius — the English have often petitioned to have it walled in ; 
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bat no, the GovemmeQt thought it would spoil the view — and j)erha|Mi 
it is so— it is the most lovely spot I know. They have now made thin 
new grouod only twenty feet from it, and it is well protected by walli 
and soldiers. Now here was the difficulty : they had ordered that no 
more should be deposited in the old place, and we could not get permission 
to inter the ashes in the same spot, so we were driven to the alternative 
of removlDg them bgth to the new ground. Here another difficulty faced 
ns. The grave was opened immediately under the stone, and we found 
the skeleton of a grown person ! The stone had been placed in a wrong 
place, so that we had horribly disturbed a stranger's grave. I could search 
no further— we were surrounded by respectful, but wondering Italians^ 
and so we proceeded to the interment of Mr. Shelley's ashes alone. This wan 
distressing after what you had said ; but I know that you feel and think 
with me, that it could not be otherwise. . . ." 

** Borne, 
"Jan. 21, 1823. 
^ Mt dbab Bbowk, 

" I have just returned from the Funeral of poor Shelley. Much delay 
had taken place from the difficulty of placing the remains together. You 
must know a new Burial Ground has been made, well wallc<l in, to 
protect us heretics against the Catholics, who had most wantonly defaced 
many of the Protestant Tombs. The old Ground they would not wall, 
because it would spoil the view of the Pyramid of Cains Cestius, so thin 
new one is given, and the old one protected with a Ditch, and with an 
order that no more shall be buried there. Now here was the difliculty. 
Shelley's ashes were not permitted to [be] placed in the Old (i round 
where his Child lay, so that we were driven to the alternative of 
the new place, and of disinterring the Bones of the Child and placing 
them together ; but even this was fnistrated, after I ha'l got {jemiiiwiou 
to do it, for, on opening the grave, we discovi.rerl a skeleton of 5^ (eet. 
Yet it appeared to be under the Su^ne, so that mmti mistake must hav<; 
been made in placing the Stone. To search further we dare not, for v, 
was in the presence of many rt»ptcifvX but wonrlering Italians : nay, I 
thought it would have been a doubtful and horrible thing to disturb any 
more Strangers' Graves in a Foreign Land. So we procee^ied very resfject- 
fully to deposit poor Shelley's ssbes alone. 1'here were j/resent Oerieral 
Cockbum, Sir C. Sykes, Messrs. Kirkup, Westr/iacrHt, Hcr>les, Vrtt^juni, 
and the Beva. W. Cook and Bor^ess. These two g^^tlernef), with my sell, 
wished it to be dobe solemnly and decently, so the Box was iiiclose'l in 
a coffin, and it was done alio^eifaer as by th« hands of Krierids. My tttx t 
sad office is to place poor Keats'ti Grave Huntt, which is r»//t yet d//ft#;. f 
hope this week it will be finished. I shall ptU fk/me £v«rgreeTis round 
it— of eoune it is in the OUi Gromn/L f was %*Au^ Uj mak« a prfjyrmti^fU 
to yon. Then is now here, living with sm;, a )i'>ahg Kngliftb Hctilpt//r 
named Gott, of most ran and deftieat« g«riiiis, wl*// fr'/ro his first cfmnuj 
to Boiiie(wrcn months) haa fc««o ill wit^i the Ffttr. \\h bad a GoM 
Medal with me in the BJL, aod is now saot htitt {ystmtMntA like myseti> 
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by Sir T. Lawrence. Oh his acooont I am going to ask your advice 
about a little Monument to Keats, more worthy him than ours, to be 
placed (if it is thought better) in Hampstead Qiurch. What gave me 
this Idea was the applications of several gentlemen to subscribe twenty 
guineas, &c., for this purpose. I have no doubt it might be done. The 
Subject of a Basso-rilievo was this which I thought. ' Our Keats sitting, 
habited in a simple Greek Ckmtume — he has half strung his Lyre, when 
the Fates seize him. One arrests his arm, another cuts the thread, and 
the third pronounces his Fate.* Gott is very pleased with this Idea and 
thinks he could make a fine thing of it Another thing — I know his 
works would have pleased so much Keats's taste. It will give him sjurits, 
also, since he finds his income too small to support his Wife and 2 Children. 
Tell me how you take this — think of it charitably. If any further than 
the plain stone is placed over Shelley (stc), pray let him do it . . •" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A vision of * Endymion * — ^Letter from Edward Holmes — Clutrles Brown 
comes to Italy — Correspondence — Leigh Hunt : Byron : Keats — Letter 
from Sir Thomas Lawrence, P.R.A. — ^The 'Oreck Shepherds' and 
other Art-work — The KeatA-monnmeot project — First impressions of 
Trelawny — ^Letter from Leigh Hunt— Severn goes to Venice — His 
growing repute as an artist — Severn as a musician. 

Seyebn, notwithstanding the warnings he had received 
about the unhealthiness of the city during the great lieats^ 
contentedly spent the summer in Borne. He had bc;cn 
invited to Florence, but, as he says in one of his home- 
letters, "I preferred to remain and study from the divine 
pictures of Raphael.*' Already he had fallen into th(; bad 
habit — from which, in the following year and for Home 
time afterward, he preserved himself — of trusting to memory 
or observation of other pictures for his presentation of 
nature. Drawing, composition, and artistic veriMimilitude, 
the qualities wherein he had most need to improve, wore 
too often indifferently studied by him. 

''The Roman summer — my first — found me,** he says in his Mtotiii- 
niscenoes,* ''in its solitude waiting in hopes of my jjension, arjd the nssiilt 
of many other things then existing only in exijcriment. My lieuith 
kept improving, and so I had no fear of malaria. I like^l i\ni UineliniNfN, im 
I had so much to commune with myself as regards the future. Atiumn 
many visits I made to Keats's grave at Monte Tcstaccio was ona nf a 
very striking nature. In the twilight of the full mtron I Ibund a youii^ 
Italian asleep, his head resting against the gnrenU^ef hlsdr^g and his fl<M:k 
of sheep ahoat him, with the Aill moon rising beyorul the Pyramid of 
Cains Cestioa. One long moonbeam stole past tlie Pyramid ami iliumlri«id 
the outline of the young shepherd's face, and to my ay a realisiKi tiio 
story of Endymion. What would Keats — who, as 1 liave already sttid, 
made me go once and again during bis lingering illness to s«.*e the pUwAt 
where be was to be buried, and who was so pUas<!d with what J UM 
him of it that at times it seemed almost his only consolation-^wliat would 
Keats bare said bad be seen this £ndymion vision?*' 
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Nearly forty years after this episode, Severn painted it for 
Keats's biographer, Lord Houghton, then Slonckton Milnes. 
In the early autumn Severn set himself to the painting of 
two pictures of classical subjects. Although, as he says, 
^*my passion was for Italian pastoral nature, yet I felt 
bound to study academically, and so began my * Alexander 
the Great reading Homer,' and of * Greek Hill-Shepherds 
rescuing a Lamb from an Eagle,' founded upon a passage in 
Keats's ' Hymn to Pan.' " Neither of these, he admits, was 
in any way successful, but, no doubt, they were eminently 
serviceable in teaching him to seek at the fountain-head 
what he was vainly striving to gain from alien tributaries. 

On the return of the English residents in September 
Severn's solitude was soon broken in upon. His acquaint- 
ances grew in number steadily, and some of them were 
people of high rank and influence, among them the Duchess 
of Devonshire, who was exceptionally kind, but died not 
very long after her acquaintanceship with Severn had begun. 
Ohief among these new friends, in after-influence upon his 
life, was the Countess of Westmorland. 

The winter was for him one of hard work, with intervals 
of novel and delightful social enjoyment. The new year 
opened favourably, for the Academy pension ensured a 
sufficient income for at least a period of three years. 

Early in the year Severn was gratified to receive a letter 
from Edward Holmes, one of his oldest and most intimate 
acquaintances, valued for his own sake, and also because he 
had been the schoolfellow and dear friend of Keats. They 
had, moreover, one strong bond in common — music. Keats 
owed much pleasure to both, and particularly, in the early 
London days, to Holmes. It is pleasant to find the latter 
writing so sensibly about Shelley.* 

* Edward Holmes (1707-1859). Holmes's chief writings are a *Life 
of Mozart ' and a * Memoir of Piircell.' He wrote some excelleDt papers 
on the English Glee and Madrigal Composers, and was himself a composer 
of songs, of which * My Jenny ' was popular. It was he who went with 
Vincent Novello to Germany, in 1828, to present to Mozart's widow the 
subscription they had raised in England. Of this trip Holmes wrote an 
account, *A Ramble with some of the Musicians of Germany,' which 
passed into three editions. 
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^^Londofiy 

" February 23rd, 1822. 
-^'Deab Sevebk, 

" .... I was delighted at hearing that you had obtained the allow- 
ance from the Academy, which will enable you to work away at your 
]iainting with such a gusto. All your future fame seems to me to depend 
on your application now, and with such advantages and inducements 
as you have to work, I am sure great performances may be expected from 
you. I was half afraid those old devils at the Academy meant to humbug 
you out of the money ; but it has happened very fortunately, and I give 
you joy. I think if you were suddenly transported to England you would 
scarcely know the place again, it is so strangely altered ; not only are all 
the buildings and streets different from what they were, but none of our 
old acquaintances and friends live where they did ; they seem all to have 
been suddenly whisked away by the four winds, the Lord knows where, 
4ind they seem to have lost many of their inclinations and feelings in the 
hurry of the change. This is what has made me wish for you back many 
hundred times, and I assure you, without sending a compliment all this 
way, that if I had known the sacrifice I was making of your society 
and neighbourhood, at the time you left, half as well as I do now, it 
would have cost me a devilish deal more to have given you up than it did. 
Mr. Hunt has left London on his way to Italy, and hopes to join Lord 
Byron and Shelley at Fisa hj the spring or soon after; I advise you, 
if possible, to join him there, as he told me that he would introduce you 
to Lord Byron and Shelley, and you know of what consequence the 
society of men like these is to a person of your pursuits ; besides, you are 
personally indebted to Shelley for the very handsome manner in which he 
has mentioned your name in his elegy on Keats. It is as honourable 
a testimonial to your friendship as could be made publicly; just such a 
thing as you deserved, and I was delighted beyond measure when Mr. 
Hunt read it to me. I know you have some old prejudices against Shelley, 
but you may depend upon it that he is a much abused person, and the 
world has from time immemorial chosen the most amiable people and 
its greatest benefactors for the subjects of its spite and malignity— witness 
your own favourite Christ. If you should go to Pisa you will most 
probal^t^meet^JiTcBrown, who leaves this place in March, audi wish I *• 
could make the same promise for myself, but I must be content to 
remain a Barbarian of the North. Having now given you a faithful 
account of all the people who leave for Italy, I must tell yon something 
about those who remain at home. The message that you sent by me to 
Richards I have not delivered, as we never meet now, and he is one of 
those men whom I should have thought could never have fallen in my 
esteem, but some of those strangest unaccountable things have happened, 
which sometimes do fall out, and we are no longer friends — ^you shall have 
my reason at another opportunity. . . . ." 

From a long letter written in March to his father, there 
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is a detailed account of Sevem's doings and surroundings, 
and of his progress with his picture of ' Alexander the Great.' 
On the same day — with the same letter, in fact — he wrote as 
follows to his brother Tom, giving a vivid account of an 
amusing episode. The idea of going to Venice with East- 
lake was not fulfilled; but it is interesting to note that 
Severn and Eastlake had become so friendly. 

" It is my intention after I have finished my * Alexander,* 
or on the approach of the dangerous season here, to go to 
Venice. I am going with Mr. Eastlake, a painter of great 
talent. We intend to work very hard in copying from the 
many fine pictures there. I make small copies in oil. This 
Venice is the most choice place in the world for pictures. 
I expect to derive great improvement from the visit. The 
spring has set in here at last, and most divinely ; for six 
weeks the sky has scarce had a cloud ; one fine day beats 
another, until it will be Paradise. 

" We had a droll affair here the other night. Soon after 
our Academy had met, my old servant tapped at the door 
and said there were thieves in the house. In an instant our 
model (who is a very strong and honest man) leaped down 
from the throne, seized a large stick, and, stark naked, went 
in pursuit of them half-way down the street. It turned out 
to be a mistake ; but the family who live under me were 
much alarmed, and a lady, a countess, who is a beautiful 
musician, stood at the door wringing her hands in great 
fright and crying, when at the moment returns the model 
from the street, stark naked, and suddenly the lady and her 
sisters forgot their fears and set up a laugh that I thought 
would have killed them — but I assure you the model had a 
droll effect." 

Instead of going to Venice Severn left Home in the 
middle of May for Naples, having been advised to do so after 
a sudden and severe illness that had prostrated him. It was 
a pleasant journey, he writes, though haunted by pathetic 
memories of the circumstances in which he had previously 
made it. There was no dying poet now for him to tend and 
delight with wild flowers, and cheer with sanguine hopes and 
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bright conversation ; in turn, he was the invalid, and Keats 
was asleep below the violets under the old Boman wall. 

" I got through the pleasantly tedious journey without similar attacks, 
though I had to be very careful. I was more than once in peril. Thus, 
soon after our start, we were stopped in the Pontine marshes by the 
breaking of a wheel, and had to stay about seven nocturnal hours in the 
most deadly malaria. The air was heavy with a damp fog exuding from 
rank vegetation and a poisonous soil, with a heavy vapour from the 
neighbouring canal. In the latter, the largest toads I ever saw were 
crawling up and down the banks in great numbers, most loathsome looking 
creatures, at least thirteen inches in length. We had to keep ourselves 
awake by drinking tea, for sleep would have been fatal soon or late." 

He returned in October, well in health, and having 
accomplished a great quantity of work in pictures, studies 
and sketches. In the early autumn he received from Charles 
Brown the welcome news of the latter's arrival in Italy. 

" 5th Sept., 1822. 
" Mt deab Severn, 

''Here I am at last I arrived here six days ago with my little 
boy. In London I could not learn in what part of Italy you intended to 
pass the summer, and one of my first questions with Leigh Hunt was 
touching your present abode. He believes you to be at Naples, so at 
Naples I address this letter. Yet I will not venture till I hear from you to 
send three letters from Holmes, Ewing, and Bichards, which were entrusted 
to my care. From Turin to Genoa I had a tedious process to go through, 
and in the felucca, which was to carry us to Leghorn, we were favoured 
with a storm and contrary winds, and everything that was abominable, till 
my patience at the end of four days was exhausted, and landing at Lerid, 
I came here by carriage, with an English gentleman. You have heard, I 
suppose, of Shelley being drowned near Lerici. I am really grieved for 
him. I believe he was a good man, and, certainly he was a good friend to 
Keats, and to his memory. His body has been burnt, and I understand 
his ashes are to be deposited near his child at Home. A Captain Williams 
was also drowned with him. Lord Byron is moving off to Gknoa, and so 
is Hunt with his family. Hunt introduced me to his Lordship two or 
three days ago, which is considered (not by me) as a prodigious favour. I 
was prejudiced against him, but somehow he got the better of my prejudioe, 
and I hear he has taken a liking to me. I should like to keep house with 
^ou at Florence for a twelvemonth ; my brat, in the hands of a servant, 
will not annoy either of us. Now I wait for an answer, and then I shall 
send your letters. G«od-bye, my dear Severn, and believe me ever 

" Yours sincerely, 

«< Chables Brown.** 
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Severa wrote at once in reply, and though regretting his 
inability to go to Pisa, promised to meet his friend the 
following year in Florence, if not in Borne. In December 
he heard again from Leigh Hunt. 

(" Direct to tnc, 

" * Fenna in Poeta,' Genoa.) 

«* 16th Decx, 1822. 
•• Dkab Sbvkkn, 

** You and I have gone through hard tosses and trials mnoe we saw 
each other last, too terrible at present to dwell upon ; bat these things 
at all events bind the survivors the closer, and if I had not had a regard 
and respect for you on your own account I should have had them both 
afler what you did for Keats, and what my late beloved friend said and 
thought of you. Pray tell me if I can in any way help to further any of 
your views. Brown tells me that you say you shall regard me here as 
standing in the same light to you as Shelley did. You do not know how 
that compliment goes to my heart. Write to me, pray, and tell me about 
your pictures, your prospects, and all that you can afford time to write 
about You are naturally, I believe, no greater lover of letter-writing than 
myself; but you must know I am mending in this respect, and I will give 
you a reason for writing to me speedily, which I am sure you will think a 
good one. I am very uneasy about a circumstance, which I wish you to 
inquire into forme. You know, I believe, the way in which my friend's 
remains were finally consigned to their coffin after being rescued from the 
sea. They were burnt, collected into it or rather into a small funeral-box, 
and sent to Home for interment near his little boy in the same groimd as 
dear Keats. Now some difficulties, it seems, have started with respect to 
their consignment to the ground. The gentleman to whose care they were 
sent is a Mr. Freeborn, a merchant, correspondent of a Mr. Grant at 
Leghorn, to whom they were first consigned. The friend, who is the 
medium between these gentlemen and Mrs. Shelley (who is at present 
living here with us), is not a man of business, though a ver}' good fellow ; 
and altogether the delay, which has now been long, is a very distressing 
one, and without further explanation not very intelligible. There is a 
talk of some difficulty on the part of the Government ; but everything has 
been conducted regularly through the other Government, the Sardinian, in 
whose territory the remains were found, and if any interference is wanted 
on the part of the Englisli ambassador no doubt it could be obtained. 
Now will you be kind enough to go to Mr. Freeborn's, as the friend of 
Mr. Shelley's nearest friends, and let us know exactly how the matter 
stands ? AVhen we know this we may know what to do finally. You 
have nothing, dear Severn, but funeral tasks put upon you ; but they are 
for extraordinary people and excellent friends, and 1 hope all our prospects 
will brighten again before we join them. Yours, I trust, have baen doing 
so, as well as mine ; but Italy, the most cheerful of all places to me when 
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I first came, is uo longer the Italy it was, and never again can be. Its 
brightest sonshine will always have a shade in the very core of it. Again, 
what are you painting? what doing? what expecting? Yonr sketch of 
Keats is always over my shelf, and Mrs. Hunt, notwithstanding her long 
and terrible illness, which is however better upon the whole, never omits 
to be pxx)ud of showing the sketch you made of me to every stranger. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" Leigh Hunt. 

*' P.S. — Lord Byron says he shall be happy to do anything that lies in 
his power to serve you. I wish you had rescued him out of the hands of 
an Italian sculptor and Raphael Morghen, who have conspired to make a 
vile unlikeness of him." 

Earlier in the same month Severn wrote to Brown : 

*\ . , . 1 had just given my directions about poor Keats*s grave-' 
«tone. Your mention of your still-existing wish for the epitaph as it 
stood made me all consent. I saw the superiority of it — it is doing so (sic), 
I am all anxiety to know about poor Miss Brawne. Pray tell me this, if 
you have more accounts. I shall be most ravenous by May to have a 
sight of you. What must regulate the time is the finishing my 
^Alexander,' after the 'Greek Shepherds' now going on. This, with 
' Falstaff,' and I hope Keats's portrait, will be in the Exhibition next 

summer in London Did you ever have poor Keats's papers? 

Know you about the Life ? Taylor is going to publish, after all. He has 
never written to me [again] — is this kind ? . . . . Poor Shelley's ashes 
have arrived. When I get out, I will conduct them to the grave, with 
the respect due to the Friend of Keats. I have not yet heard from Hunt 
or Lord Murray 

" Have you got a spare copy of the * Lamia' or the ' Endymion *? 1 
have been cheated out of mine, and I am so vexed to be without. Mj 
friend Mr. Gott (the sculptor who had a gold medal with me) is doing 
something from ' Endymion,' and I have a dra\ving going on from ' St* 
Agnes* Eve.' Pray think of us." 

Shortly after his arrival in Eome from Naples Severn had 
heard again from Charles Brown, in reply to a letter of his 
own concerning the inscription for Keats's tomb. From this 
and other letters of Brown's of this period, it is clear that 
he was steadily engaged in literary work : and, no doubt, 
from his standpoint, he had reason to be proud of his 
measure of success. 

" Pi«a, 

"Nov. 7tb, 1822. 
" I got your letter yesterday. If not too late pray reflect a little more 
on the inscription for our Keats. Remember it was his dying request 

K 2 



132 



LIFE OF JOSEPH SEVERN. 



k 



v 



that his name should not be on his tombstone, and that the words ^ Here 
I lies one whose name was writ in water ' should be there. I thought you 
liked my inscription, for you said sa All his friends, Hunt, Richards^ 
Dilke, and every one I showed it to, were greatly pleased with it. You 
seem to imagine it does not honour him enough, but, to our minds, it says 
' more in his praise than if his name were mentioned. You have done 
right in not accepting of any assistance from strangers to his worth, in 
erecting this gravestone ; but I insist on bearing my share, and I will 
pay it you when we meet in Florence — you shall not have all the 
pleasure — a mournful one — ^bot still a pleasure. I told you all I could, 
all that Hunt could tell me, about Shelley's ashes — Mrs. Shelley had then 
set off to Grenoa. As for Mr. Taylor, I have no correspondence with him 
whatever. When we meet, if it live in my remembrance so long, and it 
is hardly worth it, I will tell you the whole story. Even my friends allow, 
and that I have found a rare thing, that he has behaved badly towards 
' me, and, to my mind, unfeelingly towards the memory of Keats. .... 

'* I cannot give you any account of Lord Byron's and Leigh Hunt's 
work, except that it is called ' The Liberal,' and that the first number 
came out on the 14th of October. To write in such good company I feel 
a great honour. What I shall be paid I know not ; but it can't be less 
than what the ' New Monthly ' paid me, twelve guineas per sheet. I 
hear they are much pleased with my article 'Les Charmettes anj 
Kousseau ' ; and they have another which Hunt saw in Pisa, and said 
wasvery good indeed." 



/ 



Severn certainly at one time entertained the idea of living 
with Brown in Florence, but only while the prospect was a 
distant one. With the spring of 1823 he had come to the 
conclusion that even the pleasure of his friend's companion- 
ship, and the economy involved in a joint expenditure, 
would not make up for the advantages he enjoyed in 
Rome. 

About the beginning of 1823, he received the following 
letter from Sir Thomas Lawrence, President of the Royal 
Academy, in response to a communication wherein he had 
recounted his artistic doings and set forth his progress, and 
had at the same time hoped that the Council might see its 
way to assisting him in his eflfort to establish and extend an 
English Academy in Rome. 

" liussell Square^ 
" Dec. 23rd, 1822. 
" Sir, 

" I am sorry that the pressure of much business, and the propriety of 
laying the subject of your letter before a general meeting of the Royal 
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Academy, prevents me at present from sending a satisfactory answer to 
your gratifying communication. I must not pretend to conjecture the 
degree or mode of assistance that can be offered to you by this Institution, 
and I must previously request of you to bear in mind that, from the 
common distress of the times, there are many afflicting claims on its 
finances, that exceedingly limit its general power of service, and I fear, 
with the necessary ex[)enses of the establishment, may deny it the 
pleasure of affording you such enlarged assistance as otherwise would be 
the prompt determination of each individual member. 

" The difficulty of presuming to legislate for you at this distance, and 
in ignorance of many local circumstances which must materially influence 
the arrangement of any defincl plan, at once deters me from the attempt. 
I trust you, however, to convey to your friends my strong sense of their 
flattering attention to me, and of their too poetical deference to my 
opinion. 

'*If I may venture to suggest anything, it is that of a policy of great 
prudence and moderation, in the fl ret outset of the undertaking — that you 
limit your views as strictly as possible to the absolute necessities of study, 
and suffer the comforts of full convenient accommodation to be the 
gradual result of your success. My sincere wishes prompt me to offer 
the unauthorised hope, that but little may be left for other subscription, 
but such as may neither be wounding to rational piide, nor affect your 
independence ; and that in some way or other, though on more limited 
scale, the English Academy at Rome may yet vie in real usefulness and 
dignity with the other foreign institutions of that beloved city. 

"I cannot sufficiently admire the patriotism and liberality of Mr. 
Hamilton's conduct. His letter speaks him as flne a gentleman as he is 
a generous benefactor, and his name, I have no doubt, will always be 
remembered in the Academy with the warmest affection and respect. If 
the convivial ever presumes to break in on the sacred severities of study, 
it must be justified by the grateful satisfaction of establishing that name 
as the first standing toast. 

*' Tou may rely on my communicating to you the result of the opinions 
of the next general meeting of the Royal Academy, and their decision on 
your letter. I take the liberty of offering for the present funds of your 
Academy the sum of £50, yet entreating the society not to consider it as 
contribution from the President of our own institution, although/ I take 
advantage of that cl\aracter, for the freedom of presenting iu I will give 
directions for its being placed in the hands of Messrs. Torlonia, payable 
to the order of my greatly esteemed friend Mr. Eastlake, to whom I beg 
the kindness of yon to present my best regards. 

" Believe me to be. Sir, 
" Your obliged and obedient servant, 

« Thomas Lawbencb.** 

Unfortunately, it cannot be said that then or later the 
English Academy in Borne ever got within reach of " vying 
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in real usefulness and dignity with the other similar foreign 
institutions." 

The spring of 1823 quickly passed. Severn was so busy 
with his Art-work that he saw few friends ; refrained from 
his then spasmodic diary-keeping, and let his not very large 
correspondence drop into long arrears. He finished his 
* Greek Shepherds ' and his * Death of Alexander/ and sent 
them to England, and though much engaged upon his other 
canvases, found time to paint several miniature portraits. 

Early in the year, as we know (p. 123, ante\ he wrote 
to Brown, upon the subject of the erection of a monument 
in England, in London or Hampstead preferably, to the 
memory of Keats. Having suggested that Mr. Gott, the 
young sculptor who shared his abode, should be entrusted 
with the commission, and spoken warmly of his powers ; 
and referred to the establishment of the so-called English 
Academy in Bome, in which he had taken an active 
part, and to the several artistic projects he had in 
view, as well as the pictures upon which he was actually 
engaged ; he ended with an account of the burial of 
Shelley's ashes, and of the disturbing of other remains in 
the making of the grave. There can be little question as 
to the good sense and wise discretion of Brown's answer to 
Severn's plea for the erection of a monument to Eeats in 
London or Hampstead. No one loved and revered the 
memory of the young poet more than Brown did, but his 
was no feather-brain aflfection that could be blind to all 
save the fulfilment of its own immediate desires ; moreover^ 
he knew, as Severn had no means of knowing, the virulence 
and spite of the small fry in " the wretched literary world ; " 
and, indeed, at that time the jealous ill-will even of men 
who might be supposed superior to pettiness of mind and 
meanness of judgment. 

« Pifsa, 

" February 7th, 1823. 
"My deab Severn, 

"There is ono subject in your letter that has employed my con- 

sideration, and that to the best of my ability — I mean the erecting of a 

monument to Keats's memory in England. In one word, I cannot buft 
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disapproye of it The fiEU^t is this : his fame is not sufficiently general ; 
with the few and the best judges it stands high, but his name is unknown 
to the multitude. Therefore I think that prior to his name being some- 
what more celebrated, a monument to his memory might even retard 
it, and it might provoke ill-nature, and (shall I say it ?) ridicule. When 
I quitted England his works were still misaleable. For that cruel word 
ridicule I must explain myself. There apppeared, some time after his 
death, in one of the (Government newspapers, an article scoffing at him and 
joking at his death. I did not read it, I could not, but I heard of it, and 
it put me in a fortnight's irritation. In prudence we ought to wait awhile. 
First, let his merit be undoubted. Let it not be said that not only bad 
men have costly tombs with flattering inscriptions, but that nowadays bad 
poets have the like. This will be as unpleasant as irksome, as discordant 
for you to read as it is for me to write ; but I must tell you the truth, 
his name is yet scarce anything in England ; it becomes, and will become, 
more ennobled every day, while a monument might throw that happy time 
back. Ten years hence, to my mind, will be time enough. You, in your 
affection for him, think nothing can be done too much. Alas ! I, knowing 
the wretched literary world, think otherwise. Yet still all this is but 
one man's opinion, and one as likely to err as yourself, and from the same 
motive, though our opinions are contrary. I regret that I am against the 
interest (in this instance) of your friend the sculptor, whose name I cannoc 
make out in your letter ; but if you mention my reasons to that gentleman, 
he will surely understand me. I could say much more on this head, but 
why ? — ^you with this already written can fill up the rest. I thank you 
for the particular account you give of the ceremony of depositing Shelley's 
ashes ; that disturbing of other bones — though I am by no means scm- 
pulous about such matters — made me start, for it might happen that some 
living friend of the skeleton should hear of it" 

In April Severn wrote again to Brown : 

** There is a mad chap come here, whose name is Trelawny. I do not 
know what to make of him, further than his queer, and, I was near 
saying, shabby, behaviour to me. He comes as the friend of Shelley, 
great, glowing, and rich in romance. Of course I showed all my paint-pot 
politeness to him, to the very brim — assisted him to remove the ashes of 
Shelley to a spot where he himself (when this world has done with his 
body) will lie. He wished me to think, myself, and consult my friends, 
about a monument to Shelley. The situation is beautiful, and one and 
all thought a little basso-relievo would be the best taste. I was telling 
him the subject I had proposed for Keats, and he was struck with the 
propriety of it for Shelley, and my friend Mr. Gott (whom I mentioned to 
yoo) was to be the doer of it. I made the drawing, which cost us some 
trouble, yet after expressing the greatest liking for it, the pair of Musta- 
chios has shirked off from it, without giving us the yes or no-— without 
even the why or wherefore. I am sorry at this most on Mr. Gott's 
account, but I ought to have seen that this Lord Byron's jackal was rather 
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weak in all the points that I could judge, though strong enough in 
stilettos. We have not had any open rupture, nor shall we, for I have no 
douht that this 'cockney corsair * fancies he has greatly ohliged us hy all 
this trouble we have had. But tell me who is this odd fish ? Tliey talk 
of him here as a camelion (sic), who went mad on reading Lord Byron's 
' Corsair.* He told me that he knew you." 

About the middle of May, Severn heard from Leigh Hunt, 
in reply to a request which he had made as to the use, for 
the Keats Memoirs, of the letter which Leigh Hunt had 
written before he knew of the poet's death. The "royal 
news " alluded to in the postscript probably concerns the 
promise of Byron to be an active collaborator with Hunt in 
his ill-starred journalistic venture. 

** Genoa^ 
" May 10th, 1823. 
*'•... As to the letter concerning dear Keats, pray do with it as 
yon wish. It was very scrupulous in you to ask my permission, yet I 
thank you for doing so, as it affords me another specimen of a nature that 
I like. Gilhy is a very good fellow, and so is Trelawny. Roberts I do not 
know enough of to say what he is, but Trelawny likes him, and that is 
something. Thank you for your attentions to them all. Trelawny will 
be here in two or three weeks, and then, my dear Severn, I will write to 
you further respecting those other interestiog matters. I am sorry I 
cannot join you at Florence in June, but at any rate we shall not be there 
till autumn, if then. It will deixjnd upon circumstances when we are to 
move. My wife (who begs her best remembrances) is singularly well, for 
her, and considering how dreadfully her health has been shaken; the 
doctors say that she is about to have the best possible chance for the 
recovery of her health. She expects to be confined in a month. Judge of 
my anxiety. Good Go<i ! \vhen shall we have an end of anxieties? I 
have been very luiwell uiyself since I wrote last, with a low fever, but it 
is gone again, and I am returned as usual to my literary warfare upon 
earth, jien in hand. God bless you, dear Severn. 

" Yours very truly, 

'* Leigh Hunt." 

As the spring advanced into summer, the likelihood of 
Severn's visit to Florence seemed to lessen. He had hoped 
for a remunerative commission, but as it had not reached 
him, he feared to involve himself in money troubles by 
leaving his work in Rome and going to a city where social 
and other attractions would be numerous, and where his 
expenses would be more than he could afford, even as the 
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partial guest of Brown, at the latter's residence in an old ; ^ 
palace, part of which he had rented at an almost nominal sum. \ ^ 
But about the end of May he received a commission from 
a Mr. Crauford to paint a replica of Baphael's ' Madonna 
della Sedia/ in the Pitti Gallery at Florence ; and though 
at first he was uncertain as to the amount he was to be paid, 
and thus whether the venture would be worth his while, he 
wrote hopefully to his friend as to his probable imminent 
arrival. Almost immediately afterwards he was able to 
write again with the good news that all was satisfactory. 

By the middle of June, Severn had temporarily settled in 
Florence, well content to enjoy Brown's companionship 
again; and, besides getting on with his replica of the 
' Madonna della Sedia,' glad of the opportunity to make 
studies for his ambitpusly conceived picture of the * Bescue 
of Lorenzo di Medici from Assassination.' 

Notwithstanding the summer heats, Severn remained in 
Florence till the latter part of August, when he went, on 
what proved a delightful and memorable visit, to Venice. 

" To-morrow morning at four Brown and I set ofif to Venice, where next 
to Heaven I long to go. He goes eDtirely on my acconnt, good fellow — 
how happy I am in his fellowiihipl His learning, his candour, his expe- / / 
rience, but most his good heart, are comforts to me that I have never 
known since I left £ngland. At Venice I shall make many studies in 
oil-colours from the chief pictures. We return to liome in five weeks. 
I have painted nineteen pictures (copies) here in Florence, and made sixty 
drawings, for I have been blessed with real health during this summer, 
which is all sun and heat. The great part of these pictures are prejia- 
rations for my large picture, which I b^n on the Ist of January. The 
subject is ' Lorenzo di Medici rescued from Assassination by his Friends.' 
This Lorenzo was the great Florence merchant about the time of our 
Henry VIII. He revived the arts, literature, &c. ; everything is owing 
to him. This picture represents an attempt on his life by some enemies 
who were jealous of hit> greatness; he was saved by his friends, who 
devoted their lives to him. Why I take this subject is — first, I am, and 
everybody is, sick of sacred ones ; next, I am fond of Gothic architecture, 
times, and people, and in the picture I shall show what is the feeling of 
my own heart — a human being, who has raised himself to such a pitch 
of goodness and greatness, that his friends devote their lives to save him. 
The scene is in the Gothic cathedral of Florence; Lorenzo is encircled by 
friends, his wife and son clinging round him ; his brother is just dying 
from the assassins' wounds, who rush forward to finish their deed ; but 
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they are stopped, and Lorenzo's life is sayed. Among the laige group 
of friends I introduce the portrait of Baphael, the greatest painter that 
ever lived ; Michael Angelo, Leonardo da Vinci, and many others of this 
great time — as Lorenzo's friends, for they were ' protected ' by him. The 
assassins chose the time when the High Priest raised the Host, and the 
people were all praying. This subject is well known and admired by the 
English nobility. It is found best told in Hoscoe's 'Life of Lorenzo. di 
Medici,' which is read and admired by everybody. It is a subject quite 
new and very splendid in the dresses ; the background is from the actual 
spot My picture is 12 feet by 18, and I hope it will quite establish my 
fame. I shall be all next year at work upon it." 

Thbre has already been occasion to allude to Severn's 
intimate love of music, one of the accomplishments of the 
young artist which had helped to endear him to Keats. 
The following letter, which he wrote to his brother Tom 
some eight or ten weeks after his Venetian holiday, is 
interesting in this connection. His remarks upon Purcell, 
and upon the artistic requirements of the art of song- 
writing, are excellent. Severn's home-letters are generally 
of a chatty nature, and sometimes the only reference to 
some important picture, incident, or undertaking, is to be 
found casually interpolated in one of his many epistles. 
From the present letter we learn that about this time he had 
composed both the words and the music of a glee ; elsewhere 
there are allusions to his having frequently composed songs, 
sometimes to his own words, but generally to those of others. 

*The Mother and Child' picture referred to is not the 
same canvas as that of the same name which, painted a 
little later, was bought by Prince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg, 
afterwards King of the Belgians, and is still in the Royal 
Palace at Brussels. Whatever may be the view now held 
as to Severn's work in Art, there can be no question as to 
the high opinion of him entertained by many good judges, 
including Caleott, Westmacott, and the Academician alluded 
to in the following letter : — 

" Your music has been a feast to me. My love for you has made me 
think it equal to PurcelFs. You have been very fortunate in finding 
such very fine words (mind I am speaking of the song) ; it is certainly a 
very poetical subject. The originality of your musical setting has struck 
me more than the excellent and even learned Harmonies, One thing 
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strikes me as a defect, that the accoTDpaniment is made too much oil It 
sometimes is independent and even interrupts the subject. Now, an 
accompaniment should be to assist the thenie, hy clothing its nakedness. 
Since I came to Italy I have been more than ever convinced that the 
accompaniments to a song should be very simple. Are not Mozarfb? 
Perhaps Haydn's are not in such a good taste, they are too complex. Tour 
song in this respect has too much the character of a symphony or over- 
ture. Look at Purcell in his songs, and you will find that he does not put 
forth all his strength in harmony. It strikes me that the symphony 
or chorus is where all this knowledge is to be shown, but a song is to> 
be beautiful in its simplicity. I sometimes think that a musician might 
now be very original, by writing quite in the early simple style, because 
that style is still very much admired, and would be also in ttie wc^ks of a 
modem composer. In painting it is bo, and it is the most difiQcuh thing 
to acquire. All the effect produced by bravery in the art — such as great 
knowledge of the mechanism, violent contrast, and strong expressions, 
are easily produced, and what all can and do produce — but to accomplish 
that gentle loveliness of expression, touching most by simplicity, and 
that simplicity always touching the heart — this is the true thing, and 
what few, and none but those who by great striving against the ostentatious 
display of all their knowledge, can produce. Yet these are the works 
that all love, that belong to all ages, that are the chief works in every 
art, where they primarily address themselves to the heart and not the head. 

'' Now, my dear Tom, I am saying all these things because I know 
it is the case with you musicians to make your beautiful pursuit only for 
your own comprehension, that is, in its highest parts. I have heard 
musicians continually pay that the Fugue is a thing (and many other 
parts of music) that was never meant to be relished but by those very 
learned in the science. This must be a mistake. It cannot be good if it 
does not affect those who may be ignorant of the science and yet have 
very great feeling. Of the finest kind are Haydn's Symphonies — ^they 
affect all, the unlearned and learned equally. There are subjects in them 
for the delight of the most common mind, yet are not less estimated by 
the musicians. 

*' You must tell me if you know the gentleman who wrote this fine 
song. Mr. Brown 8eemcd_very much struck with it. If you do know him / 
personally I would advise you tosci "ITie hig^beir value on his acquaint- 
anceship, for he is a man not only of genius but of most beautiful taste. 
I am most anxious to hear that you do know him. 

'* So now I have had my say about you 1 will say something about 
myself. First, I have been rather ill from a cold which brought on a 
jaundice ; now the yellow is gone, and I am nearly recovered, for I have 
such a fine fellowship in my good friend Mr. Brown, who is living in 
my house. We cook, and are completely at home; perhaps this has 
tended to keep away those horrid attacks of indigestion, which have 
ceased since October twelvemonth. In my painting I have made great 
progress, thank God ! owing to my journey to Venice. My large picture 
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of * Alexander' is just completed, and I think seems to be liked. It 
has been a great labour. The subject I mentioned for my next— of 
Lorenzo di Medici — ^I must give up for the present. I have now been 
studying a long time, and got to a profound knowledge of the most difficult 
and essential parts of painting, and when I painted the ' Alcibiades ' I 
found myself so deficient in almost every point that I have since set to 
most seriously. I felt that my pension was given me for this purpose, 
and that although I could paint pictures and be getting on, yet I was 
determined to make myself equal to the execution of works with facility. 

'' Now I have chosen the subject of a Mother and Child. They were 
occupied in making wreaths ; the child, gathering flowers, had strayed to 
the very edge of a precipice, when, had the mother spoken, much less 
have reached forward, the infant would have dropped. The mother, in 
this dreadful moment, shows her bosom, and the infant involuntarily 
wants to go to her. I shall have in this picture a beautiful landscape. 
Mr. Cook, the R.A., has visited me many times, and the other day in my 
absence he told Mr. Brown that I should certainly be one of the greatest 
English artists, and he said this without hesitation. This has given me 
courage, as Mr. Cook is one of the Council of the Royal Academy. He 
seems very much satisfied with what I have doDC. We are going together 
to [paint ?] in the Vatican. Now they are beginning to talk to me about 
commissions. I daresay this winter I shall receive some order to paint a 
picture. I send you a glee which was done for Christmas Day ; both the 
words and music are mine, but if you like to try yeur master hand do. 
Mind the bass is the drunken man moving, except when he speaks. So 
now, my dear Tom, good-bye, and may God bless and preserve you. 

" Your affectionate brother, 

" J. S.'* 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

Letter from Richard Westmacott — ^Brown's new home — Severn goes to the 
Alban Hills — ^Massimo d'Azeglio— Severn's friendships through Keats 
— ^Mr. Huskin, Mr. Gladstone, &c. — Letter from Charles Brown about 
(jeo. Keats — Goes with Lady Westmorland to Naples — Miss Cotterell 
again — His life in Rome — Gibson: Westmacott: Seymonr Kirkup: 
Hazlitt, &c. — Severn meets Ins future wife— A strange story of Papal 
Rome — A terrible tragedy — Severn's marriage — Letter from Trelawny — 
The projected Keats memorial — ^Letters from Severn about Keats — 
Severn's wish to see * Otho ' acted — Eager for a monument to Keats 
— Prolific in Art- work — Birth of Walter Severn — Severn's famous 
Cathedral-picture — His prosperity — Letters from Brown and B. West- 
macott— Severn and Sir Walter Scott— Brown meets Monckton Milnes 
— Letter from Leigh Hunt. 

The year 1824 found Severn thoroughly at home in Borne, 
and determined to remain there at any rate for some years. 
There was reasonable prospect, by this time, of his making 
enough by his brush to support himself; if he failed, he could 
return to London, he wrote, and take to musical criticism^ 
and even imdertake what Eeats called " the theatricals." 

The spring was mainly occupied by him in love-making 
and work. The former came to nothing, though he seems 
to have had a genuine, if not very deep attachment to 
the young English girl who had fascinated him. A few 
months later, however, she left Italy for England, and he 
never saw her again. It does not appear that there was 
more than one " wounded heart." 

In May he heard from Bichard Westmacott Jr., who was 
then paying his first visit to Venice. 

" Venice, 

•* May 20tb, 1824. 
''Mt dear Sbverk, 

" Ecoomi q%ta at last — full of wonder and admiration of the famed 
tho' fallen spouse of the Adriatic I have always studiously avoided looking 
at views, or reading, or listening to descriptions of Venice, wishing to 
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come upon it at once without any prejudice, and if passible to save myself 
a disappointment upon seeing the original, after reading some aocoont of 
it, like Eustace's and Piranesi's of Rome, which we all agree are humbugs, 
and only lead one astray. I have been well repaid for waiting for the reality 
— any description must fall short of it — my imagination sometimes gets 
upon stilts, and I had, of course, fancied a wriofa city in the water, with 
latticed windows, q^nge trees, gondolas, &c., &c,, but I had not neared the 
original. I came from Ferrara by water, and I think few things can be 
more beautiful than the 'scene that presented itself as soon as we entered 
the principal canal of Venice. It was about four o'clock in the evening, 
and the weather — tho' the sky was not quite Italian — ^very fine. I can*c 
tell you how I felt as we cut through the water. I was full of Desdemona, 
Shylock, Pierre, Belviderc, old Dandolo, and fifty other delightful and 
interesting associations ; but you have 8een it all, and are just the sort of 
•chap to enjoy it, so I need not tease you with any details of the tohat nor 
the why 1 admired. As soon as I could I saw tho Kialto, then S. Mark, 
then the Bridge of Sighs, ' on either side a Palace and a Prison; ' in fitct, 
from the time of my arrival I have been running about devouring what- 
ever came in my way. I am now driven in by darkness and fatigue, but 
before going to my couch have resolved to keep my promise of writing to 
^ my dear Giuseppe. Mr. Brown told me he had written to you. I 
suppose he told you of my having proceeded almost immediately on my 
arrival at Florence to Carrara. I returned in a few days, and was glad to 
avail myself of his kind ofifer of an introduction to Leigh Hunt^ I saw but 
little of him, unfortunately for me, but that little made me r^ret that our 
acquaintance was so lately made and so soon to be interrupted. I spent 
much of my last day in Florence with him and Mr. Brown in the Vale of 
the Belle Donne, which we all enjoyeil very much — could I have remained 
longer in dear Tuscany we should have spent many pleasant days 
together I daresay, for Mr. Brown is just the man to be happy with, and 
I feel I should have liked Mr. Hunt more and more every time I met 
him. I saw the Brunino, and think him a very fine little fellow ; your 
miniature is certainly very like him. He s|X)ke nothing but Italian, and 
his papa — like all paj^as — is not a little proud of him. I thought our old 
plague, Johnny Hunt, looked very ill. I think he must be improved, for 
altho' he tried to bolt up to me with his taking, //inocen ^-sounding * Ah ! 
how d*yc do, Sir?' I sjxw he made himself scarce as soon as jwssible — poor 
child ! or, rather, ix)or parents ! I suspect a bad child is a curse of which 
we single gentlemen can't even imagine the bitterness. God save us from 
it if ever we become Benedicts ! I wrote to Mr. MacDonald a week or ten 
<lays ago, on business ; I begged him to deliver two or three messages from 
me to you, Kirkup, and others ; of Kirkup I re<|uested some information 
of poor Eastlake. I shall go to the Post Oflice to-morrow to see whether 
there is any letter for me. Knowing how bad E. was when I left Home, 
I feel extremely anxious to hear something of him. I meant to stay here 
seven or eight days, in which time they tell me I may see Venice pretty 
well. I am still with Mr. Critshell, and it is probable we may make a 
long journey together. I wisli 1 had a brother artist here, such as your- 



BROWN'S NEW HOME. 



148 



self or Kirkup ; a sculptor ought not to go picture-hunting alone, he loses 
half the things worth seeing, or freqnently passes by a n(m od maiU work 
just for want of knowing where and how to take it. I, however, think 
myself very fortunate in having found so gentlemanly and agreeable a 
companion as Mr. Gritshell. I never could feel happy nor enjoy anything 
alone, kHub, Had I not had companions from Home I don't know what I 
should have done. You recollect what a weeping, mi%Brable, mourning 
day we had to start on by way of helping me to recover my sptrtto, Qesu i 
Maria! but Mr. Brown made us all merry, after a fashion, in spite of y 
ourselves — well, I won't imagine I am not to return to Rome next year. 
A letter lately received from my father is neither one thing nor the other, 
but in my mind full of uninidligibUs, Sto sperando. God bless you.* 

" Yours truly, 

"Richard Westmacott." 

About the same time he received a joyous and character- 
istic letter from Brown, of which a portion may be quoted. 

" Maiano (^Florence), 

" May 20th, 1824. 
**Mv DEAR Severn, 

" Do not think me unkind for not having until this time made 

you acquainted with a matter of the utmost moment concerning myself. 

Indeed, it would have been useless in me to ask your advice on such a 

point, as no opinion of yours could have changed my resolution. You, 

who know me well, must be aware that though I have heedlessly, perhaps 

too heedlessly, gained among my friends and associates a character at 

times approaching to folly and buffoonery (for which I am now as 

repentant as I ought to be), yet that I have always, beneath that trivial 

behaviour, entertained the most serious reflections ; you, I say, know this 

well, and ought not to be surprised at the step I have taken. My future 

happiness has been the constant idea in my mind ever since I left you ; 

and hating as I do the vain and gaudy glitter of this world, and feeling 

that nothing but a religious retirement can give ease to my soul, I have \ t 

determined to enter a convent. I am now bound by law to remain there 

for five'rnimthsTand at the end of that period I cannot believe I shall 

once desire to bid adieu to so blissful a habitation. Before this reaches 

you I shall have entered within its holy walls. Hunt speaks very kindly 

to me under the circumstances — I know he means kindly — ^but nothing 

he can say shall make me waver ; indeed, it is now too late. My Italian 

friends, Gianetti and Magini, when I first acquainted them with this 

change in my situation, not only refused to believe me, but when I 

assured them of the fact, they began — would you credit it ? — to jeer me ; 
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* The reader may care to turn from this letter, recording first impres- 
sions of Venice, by the sculptor, Westmacott, in 1824, to that by the 
painter, lUchmond, in 1839 (pp. 189-191, poU\ and to that by the critic, 
Kuskin, in 1843 (pp. 206-7, post). 
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yet, what was their astonishment when I let them into the secret that I 
was going to live in a Convent of Nunsl Tol*de-rol-lol 1 Fal-lal-lal-la ! 
Yes ! you rogue, I have taken half a suppressed Nunnery for a YiUa, with 
four rooms and a pantry and a kitchen on the first. I am buyinj; 
furniture at a swinging rate. By-the»by, I occnpy the Abbess's apart- 
ments. Charlie and I intend to be as merry as grigs here. Leigh Hunt 
talks of taking the other half of the Nunnery next October. I pay only 
31| crowns per annum. I forgot to tell you Fve a glorious nunjung place, 
as big as a ball-room, at the top of the house. Did I take you in as you 
read the fonner page? Tes, Severn, thoughts of my future happiness 
make me retire to this convent.** 

A letter written by Sevem about midsnmmer to bis fkther 
gives the origin of his ^ King Lear/ certainly one of the 
best pictures the artist ever painted. It was a fortunate 
year for him, for he received another and very generous 
commission from his friend Mr. Crauford, who had pre- 
viously enabled him to go to Florence by commissioning 
him to paint the * Madonna della Sedia' at the PittL 
Moreover, from a letter to his sister Maria, written about 
the same time, it appears that he was asked by Lady West- 
morland to paint six pictures illustrative of scenes or 
episodes in ^ Quentin Durward.' 

When the summer heats made residence in Borne no 
longer a pleasure, he began to make ready for his long- 
projected expedition to the Alban slopes, in order to paint 
his * Italian Vintage.* He was aware of the reputation of 
the women of Genzano and L'Ariecia for beauty and grace, 
and he decided to reside at one or the other for a time. 
Ultimately he chose L'Ariceia, as the healthier and more 
picturesque. 

In that lovely country which stretches along the flanks 
of the Alban Hills, from Frascati to Velletri, every one 
must feel as a poet and see as a painter. There is a beauty 
about the lakes of Albano and Nemi, and the wooded 
valleys and volcanic uplands which environ them, of a 
fascination absolutely unique. 

It was to this ideal country that Sevem prepared to 
betake himself, and though then as now either Frascati or 
Albano offered the most obvious advantages, he believed he 
would be freer in the pursuit of his work, more fortunate in 
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results, and at less expense to his purse, if he settled at 
Genzano or L'Ariccia. Genzano was the better known and 
the larger : but, despite its lofty seat, it had a bad reputa- 
tion for fever, and it had neither the quietness nor the 
distinctiveness of its neighbour. Severn had already made 
a sketch in oils of his proposed picture. The latter was to 
be a large upright canvas, with vines growing up an elm ; 
the men on the branches of the tree to be severing the 
grape-clusters and lowering them to the women standing 
below, with outspread aprons to catch the grape-drift. 

When he had first gone thither, he writes that he found 
the handsome Genzano peasant-women obdurate ; and that 
he was driven to the expedient of making known secretly 
that his picture was only a pretence, and that in truth he 
had come to select a wife from among them. The expedient 
was successful. Every girl and unmarried woman wanted 
to be painted by the young Signor Pittore Inglese. " In this 
happy turn of affairs, I did twelve figures for my picture — 
and these were afterwards considered in Bome to be the 
most striking studies that had ever been done of Eoman 
peasants by any contemporary." 

At L'Ariccia Severn became acquainted with an Italian 
gentleman who then and later showed him much kindness. 
This was the Marchese d'Azeglio, who ultimately invited 
the young artist to reside in his house till he had finished 
his work upon or for the * Vintage.' 

*' This is the same nobleman,** writes Severn, ** who has since become 
so fiEunous as a politician, in forming and perfecting the Gonstitntional 
Government of Sardinia.* He was then a most gentlemanlike and 



* Massimo Taparelli, Marquis of Azeglio, best known simply as Massimo 
d'Azeglio, was five years younger thim Severn, and so in his twenty- 
sixth year when the two met His father bad come to Bome in 1813, as 
Ambasrador from the King of Sardinia, and he had accompanied him. 
In 1822 he returned by himself, and spent some seven or eight years in or 
near Rome, devoting himself to painting and literary study and composi- 
tion. It was during this period that Severn knew him. Later, he 
married the daughter of the illustrious Manzoni. EUs famous national 
romance, ' Ettore Fieramosco,' was published in 1833, and was followed by 
many other important and widely mfluential writings. After a long and 
noble career as painter, author, soldier, patriot^ and statesman, he became 
Prime Minister to the King of Sardinia. 
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accomplished compamou, and I passed some weeks in his company moet 
agreeably and profitably. We seldom talked politics, and oor convena- 
tions were mostly on history, poetiy, or art — for in painting he himself 
excelled, and was indeed at that very time engaged npon an historical 
landscape. He was a tall, dignified man, rather fidr for an Italian, and so 
far as I conld judge more English than Italian in his sympalhiM and- 
tastes.* He was well learned in oar history, and, indeed, in that of every 
other country, and it was one of the fascinations of his oonversaticm that 
he conld with ease and elegance go at once from ancient to modem 
history, or vice vena^ and in this enviable range conld combine the histoty 
of any conntiy in a most charming and illustrative way. One thing 
struck me as characteristic of him, a marked dislike of Popery — ^indeed,, 
his whole mental attitude was founded upon this dislike and distrust; not 
that he confessed to Protestantism, but simply that he could not but 
regard Popery as the source of modem Italian miaefy." 

Naturally, this acquaintanceship meant much to Seyem, 
and it was one he was wont to recall with pride and pleasure 
when in after years the name of Massimo d'Azeglio was in 
every one's mouth. 

The * Italian Vintage ' occupied the greater part of a year 
before it was finished. It was purchased for the Duke of 
Bedford by his brother, Lord William BusseU. The general 
idea at that time as to the monetary value of modem pictures 
was neither flattering to Art nor encouraging to artists. 
Severn was asked by Lord William Russell, after his large 
picture (the sixteen figures in which were half life-size, and 
with what the painter calls a background of extensive land- 
scape) had been bought by agreement, to name his price. 
The moderate sum of £150 was asked. Lord W^illiam Bussell 
wrote that he thought the price extravagant, and declared 
that from his long acquaintanceship with young artists, he 
could say that the price bore no comparison with what was 
generally asked. 

" I answered that I had no knowledge of other artists' prices, but I 
wished and was obliged to live by my profession ; that I had carefully 
reckoned the length of time which I had been engaged upon the picture, 
and the many expenses to which I had been put ; and that, in a word, 

* Severn at this time knew nothing of the anti-papal, or rather 
patriotic Italian party, and for long after the rising of Victor Emmanuel's 
star, he practically adhered to the Papal dominion, notwithstanding his 
indignation with and even abhorrence of its incapacity, weakness, and too 
frequently conspicuous iniquity. 
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the price would barely cover all. He was satisfied, and even pleased, 
with my answer, and the Duke himself wrote that he thought the price 
moderate." 

While still in the hill-country he heard cigain from 
Brown : — 

" George Eeats has written a very long letter to Dilke, to exculpate 
himself from the charge against him, and expressing himself as very 
aQg>7 that ever it was made* Dilke thinks his letter conclusive in his 
favour, and sends me the heads of it I am sorry I cannot agree with 
him, as his assertions are directly in opposition not only to what John 
Keats said (who might on money afifairs be easily in error) but to what 
Mr. Abbey told me. Therefore I have asked Dilke, in order to clear up 
all doubt, to call on Mr. Abbey, and procure his further explanation. Should 
it appear that George is guiltless, I will not only inform you, but ecdeavour 
to do him justice with every one in my power. He owns, for the sake of 
John's feelings, that he voluntarily deceived him ; making him believe he 
was at times richer than he was, and also that he was borrowing money 
from him ; John's consequent destitution of course made others acquainted 
with this, and therefore how can George, however innocent, be surprised 
at the charge having been made against him, grounded, as it was, on his 
own words and deeds? This I think so strange that it is only possible. 
Indeed, he makes out that when he first went to America John had not a 
penny, and that he (G^rge), under pretence of adjusting accounts, gave 
him £800, without John knowing anything of such a gift. When he 
went for the second time to America, he says he took from him only £170, 
so that, by his account, John had been the better for his brotherhood to the 
amount of £130. Mr. Abbey's story to me differed in sums and facU 
from George's. What think you of this ? " 

In October he was still at L'Ariccia, for on the 4th he 
wrote to his sister Maria ; and from his record of his doings 
he certainly seems to have been indefatigable. He there 
turned his musical faculty to account, and appears to have 
fulfilled the part of organist at the church to his own and 
others' satisfaction. It is interesting to learn that at this 
early date, ^'Eeats's name was rising," for though the 
* Adonais ' had drawn attention to him, it cannot be said 
that in England he was at all widely known, while there is 
evidence that the sale of his writings flagged sometimes to 
nothing for months. The unexpected reward which his 
devotion to Keats had won him was not long delayed in the 
coming, and it is pleasant to know that, as one instance, so 
good a judge of art and literature as Mr. Erskine of Lin- 

•-. 2 
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lathen first took an interest in the young artist, and com- 
missioned a picture from him, on account of his connection 
with the poet, whose early death was even then regarded by 
not a few as a disastrous loss to English literature. Later 
oUy he won the friendship of Mr. Buskin, Mr. Gladstone, and 
other eminent men, primarily on the same account. '^ You 
would be surprised," he writes, ** how often I am pointed out 
here as the friend of Eeats." 

The year 1825 was a memorable one for Severn. In that 
year he formed a friendship with Thomas Uwins,* the 
painter, which lasted unbrokenly for thirty-four years, and 
was fruitful of much good as well as pleasure. Another 
friendship, also, he gained, that of the Countess of West- 
morland, of whom he had already seen a good deal ; yet it 
was one that, though it brought him no little pleasure and 
advantage, was, later, the source of infinite pain and distress ; 
and in this year, also, he came to know the lady whom, in 
1828, he married. 

In the summer of this year he went with Lady Westmor- 
land and other friends to Mola di Gaeta, in the Neapolitan 
kingdom, and thence, later, he accompanied them to Naples. 
There he made some further acquaintanceships, one or two 
of which proved advantageous to him later on ; and there 
he was glad to see much of Mr. Cotterell, the friend who had 
shown so many courtesies to Keats and himself from the 
time when the Maria Crotvther arrived in the Bay of Naples 
till the day when they had set forth on their journey to 
Rome. He found to his regret that Miss Cotterell, who had 
at first benefited by the chauge of climate, had died of 
consumption. She had heard of Keats's sufierings and death, 
and with surprise as well as regret, for she had believed 
the young poet had a far better chance for his life than 

• Thomas Uwins, K,A. (1782-1859), was, in early life, like Severn, an 
apprentice to an engraver ; but at the age of sixteen he became an art- 
student. In 1814 he went to live in the South of France, and in 1824 to 
Italy, where he stayed till 1831. He was elected R.A. in 1838 ; and 
Keeper of the National Grallery in 1847. He was an able and successful 
painter. 
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she had for hers. She had been much attracted by Eeats 
during the long voyage they had made in company. As 
for Mr. Cotterelly he shared her admiration and liking, and 
not to the exclusion of Severn. He was one of the few 
people at that time who were fully aware of the treasure 
possessed in ownership of the first editions of Eeats's 
books. 

In the autumn Severn returned to Bome and assiduously 
began to make up for lost time. There is no doubt that 
he gained much at this time from his frequent intercourse 
with Gibson, Westmacott, Seymour Eirkup, and others. 
In reply to a long chatty letter about what was happening 
in Home, in his own circle rather, — how in addition to his 
sculptor-friend Gott and his family, a Captain Baynes had 
joined their company ; some gossip about a new * relationship * 
of Kirkup's in Rome ; about the despatch, to Brown's care, 
of his twenty-guinea " man on horseback, brother, and dog ; '* 
and, chiefly, a request for his friend's advice upon one or 
two moot points in the problem of what constitutes Art and 
artistic selection, — he received the following letter from 
Brown, with its excellent response on the main point. 

* • • * * 

" I must tell you Hazlitt is here, and will shortly, so he says, proceed 
to Rome, where he Is to study your favourite Raphael and Michael, and 
write a hook on them. He will be accom|>anied by his wife. It is his 
wish to have a letter to you, which he certainly shall have. Don*t let 
this news cause trepidation among the artists, though, it must be con* 
fcssed, an Edinburgh reviewer is a formidable sort of person, and his 
pen is not one of the finest nibbed. I think you will like him extremely, 
and, between ourselves, he may be of the utmost service to you in your 
profession, as far as its patronage is concerned ; and already he has a high 
opinion of your talents. 

*^What you ask about your painting, I think is easily answered. 
Painting is as poetry, where the art is to concentrate ideas, and to 
embellish conmion events through the medium of the imagination. Tour 
naked boys treading the ripe grapes form a beautiful subject, sufficiently 
natural, because it is not too far removed from possibility. A man 
soiling the grapes, as I should call it, is an unworthy object for painting, 
purely because it is unpleasant, however undoubtedly in nature. In 
poetry and painting, things are not to be represented as they positively 
exist, for there is not an entire pleasure in them in that view ; but they 
should be embellished to the utmost, always however in taste, and in the 
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feeling of the subject. Those who object to your boys, should, on the 
same principle, object to so many beautiful women assembled at 
the same moment in the same vintage — both are improbable, only the 
boys are less sa Grod has given us a real world and an imaginary one — 
both lovely and both perfect ; and- He has also given us the power to 
relieve our minds by flying from one to the other, and by mingling them 
at our will for our delight. The last belongs especially to the poet and 
the painter ; when they fail to take advantage of it, they become matter- 
•f-fiu;t gentlemen, who use their fine words and their fine colours to no 
purpose. Your man is a matter-of-fact ; your boys a touch of poetry. 
The former a disagreeable reality, the latter a brilliant probability, a 
threading of the imagination through the dull course of conunon events. 
Tour own natural feeling led you to the beautiful, the poetic, and your 
fear of infringing on the usual mode, the common oncj has startled you. 
Have I satisfied you ? " 

It was about this time that Severn met, and was at once 
strongly attracted by Miss Elizabeth Montgomerie, Lady 
Westmorland's ward. In one of his * Reminiscences * he 
speaks of this events as having occurred towards the end of 
1825, but other evidence, together with an allusion in a 
letter from Brown, written in August of the same year, and 
hints in his home-letters, prove that he must have met 
Miss Montgomerie during or shortly after the Christmas 
season of 1824-25, if not, indeed, earlier. 

" It was [in the early winter of] 1825," he writes, " that I had the first 
sight of my future wife, during a visit of respect which, in company with 
[Sir] Charles Eastlake, I was making to the Countess of Westmorland, 
who was then residing in the Palazzo Rospigliosi. This young lady, 
ostensihly the adopted daughter of Lady Westmorland, was the orphan 
child of General Lord Montgomerie, who had died in 1803, while the 
army of which he was in command was in Sicily. Miss Montgomerie, 
who had come to Rome with Lady Westmorland, or had joined her 
there, soon interested everyone among the Countess's friends ; an«l this 
perhaps, not so much by ber highly born beauty and a certain gentleness 
of manner, as by her position as protegee of such an animated specimen, 
or rather fiery particle of womanhood, as the Countess certainly was — as 
the adopted daughter of the most remarkable Englishwoman then resident 
in Rome. 

"This impulsive, arrogant, dictatorial, but witty and brilliant woman 
was cursed with another turbulent tendency ; namely, to pay no regard 
to times and seasons. Night would sometimes be day, and day night, to 
her too compulsive mind. A natural consequence was that this uu- 
conmionplacc lady was often asleep when everybody else was awake or 
tried to be. Hence arose her custom to make Miss ^lontgomerie act 
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•entertainer (and detainer) to any guest who should make an informal call, 
^hile she hurriedly or leisurely made her toilette." 

Sevem enters into full and prolonged details about the 
^charms of the ladv who was to become his wife, about his 
sensations when he first met her, about the growth of his 
regard to affectionate sympathy and thence to love : with, 
incidentally, an occasionally entertaining but irrelevant 
•chronique scandaleuse. Most of all this may be omitted 
from this narrative. Miss Montgomerie was really a 
beautiful girl, and certainly unhappy with her intolerant 
guardian. She was attracted by the handsome young 
artist (and Severn at this time must have been exception- 
^ly winsome and good-looking) and won by his courtesy, 
sympathy, and admiration. He, for his part, though he 
•confesses to ^' a gay and elastic temperament which had led 
me to suppose marriage was not altogether my forte," was 
touched by the girl's real loneliness, by her evident im- 
happiness under Lady Westmorland's tyrannical rule, and 
by her beauty. It was, with him (though he does not seem 
to have quite realised it for some time), a case of love at 
first sight. 

"When I left this lovely vision after that first brief 
interview," he says, ** my life seemed to have taken on a 
new form, and I was impelled to shape it anew ; it was like 
the lump of shapeless clay in the sculptor's hands, and I 
was the sculptor filled with vague conceptions of fresh 
creation." 

A lengthy period, however, was to pass before Severn 
asked Miss Montgomerie to promise to be his wife, a request 
which was granted on condition of the betrothal being kept 
secret till the marriage could be arranged. Miss Mont- 
gomerie feared Lady Westmorland's displeasure, and it is 
quite clear that Sevem was by no means willing to incur 
it, if honourably avoidable. The fears of both were, as a 
matter of fact, well founded. 

But meanwhile Sevem was not idle at his easel. Besides 
another * Fountain ' — with the landscape background taken 
from a grotto and a grove of trees in the Giugi Park at 
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L'Ariccia — ^he was busy with several important under- 
takings. 

Writing to his brother Tom on the last day of 1825, he 
concludes his long letter with these notable words : — 

" I have now been in Italy five years — it seems impossible. Betwixt 
yon and me, certainly I gained more from poor Keats, who is dead and 
gone, than from any other source. He introduced me to all the learned 
men I know, and helped me on in my painting by his own great mind ; 
and then my name is so interwoven with his friendship and death that it 
will ever be an honour to me." 

A few, weeks later he received a visit from Walter Savage 
Landor, who on going to Bome bore a special letter from 
Brown to Severn. Landor and Severn at all times enjoyed 
each other's society. 

Boom must be found for the following amusing anecdote 
about Turner, from one of Thos. Uwins's many letters of 
this date to Severn. 

''The impression that Turner's pictures seem to have made on the 
English travellers as well as the foreign artists, appears very unfavoumble, 
if I may judge from the reports. How is all this ? are they deficient in 
the high qualities that used to distinguish his former works, or is he 
trifling with his great powers ? The foUowing simple account of him had 
amused me not a little. It is written me by a merchaDt travelling 
towards Bologna, a young man who knows nothing of art, and nothing, 
as you perceive, of the reputation of artists. 

** * I have,' he writes, * fortunately met with a good-tempered, fanny little 
elderly gentleman, who will probably be my travelling-companion through- 
out the journey. He is continually popping his head out of window to 
sketch whatever strikes his fancy, and became quite angry because the con- 
ductor would not wait for him whilst he took a sunrise view of ^lacerata, 
" Damn the fellow ! " says he, ** he has no feeling.** He speaks but a few 
words of Italian, about as much of French, which two languages be 
jumbles together most amusingly. His good temper, however, carries 
him throu«2h all his troubles. I am sure you would love him for his 
indefatigability in his favourite pursuit. From his conversation he is 
evidently near kin to, if not absolutely an artist. Probably you may 
know something of him. The name on his trunk is J. \V. or J. W. M. 
Turner!'" 

During the summer Severn wrote to his brother Tom, 
that his picture of * Lear and Cordelia ' was wanted by 
three would-be purchasers, one of them the Duke of 
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Bedford ; and adds that he was then painting nothing but 
what was commissioned. A little later he wrote again : 

*' Amongst my best news, you will be glad to know tbat I bave made a 
good friend and patron in Prince Leopold. He bas just sent me a most 
kind letter from Paris, ofieriog me bis seryices and assuring me of bis 
esteem, and, wbat is better, ordering me to paint bim anotber picture, and 
what is better still, telling me I may receive tbe money wben and bow I 
please. Now all tbis is most princelike. My works are to be placed in 
Mancbester House ; tbere now, tbink of tbat 1 If you, my dear Tom» 
think tbat being introduced to tbe Prince Leopold would be of service to 
you, notbing can be easier for you. As my brother, you will find 
bun receive you well and speak of me like my otber friends, for I bave 
known bim well bere tbrougb my friend tbe Ck)untess of Westmorland, 
and be seems very desirous to serve me. My friends bere tell me tbat I 
sball get an order from our King tbrougb tbese means. Tbink of tbat ! 
Am I not a lucky dog ? Wbo would bave tbougbt all tbis of sucb a poor 
fellow as I was ? wby, I am like to become downrigbt illustrious ! 

•* I am living very well bere. If only Keats was bere it would be 
deligbtM — for by tbis time I am quite accustomed to tbe place.** 

I may close this account of the main incidents in Severn's 
life in 1827, by extraction from one of his MS. * Reminis- 
cences ' of a vivid and strange account of a terrible event 
that happened at that time in Eome, an event which had 
important consequences both in Rome and upon the Papal 
policy, and would have created excitement throughout the 
civilized world had not extraordinary precautions been taken 
(at the time of the priest's confession) to prevent any de- 
finite information getting into the Foreign press. Even 
letters, it was asserted, underwent a rigorous scrutiny. I 
give Severn's account practically in his own words. 

"A marvellous and borrible execution took place in Home in 1827, 
wbicb I bebeld most unwillingly. I was returning from tbe Vatican 
across tbe fields,* and bad just crossed tbe Ripetta ferry, wben an immense 
crowd wbicb was moving onward to tbe Piazza del Popolo irresistibly bore 
me witb it. I discovered tbat tbe cauce was a criminal going to execu* 
tion, and altbougb I bad long determined never to be witness of sucb a 
scene, yet tbe wild fury of tbe crowd carried me along off my feet : and on 
finding myself at tbe Piazza del Popolo, bewildered witb tbe scene, I got 
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into a booth which was being erected for the Gamival, and so had a 
<complete command of the whole Piazza. It was soon made kno¥m to me 
that the culprit was a lad of eighteen, accused of the murder of a 
Monsignore, which by the Roman law is punishable by death by the 
hammer. There was a universal feeling of pity in the crowd, and it was 
evident that the Roman people did not think it possible that such a youth 
•could have committed such a crime, for he was described to me as a 
simple, harmless lad, employed as an under-servant in the murdered 
Prelate's house, and physically and morally unequal to such an atrocious 
deed. He was conveyed in a cart, haodcuffed, with two priestly con- 
fessors holding a crucifix close to him, and apparently in close and intense 
<x)mmunication with him in the hope of forcing his confession of guUt. 
This he steadfastly refused to make, and with tears and solemn protesta- 
tions declared his entire innocence. All this interested me in his favour, 
and when he was led forward and up to the scaffold blindfold I felt 
.assured that he must be innocent, for everything, even to his general 
appearance aod terrified and almost convulsed features, overwhelmingly 
pointed to that conclusion, and unmistakably he was a lad of the most 
simple character. The executioner was provided with a long square piece 
of iron about two inches thick, also a lajrge knife. He began by forcing 
the poor screaming lad down on his knees, and then I just saw him raise 
the iron bar to strike and hammer the boy to death, when I was unable to 
behold more, and involuntarily turned round. But one tremendous blow 
I did hear, and knew that the skull was dashed in, for the convulsive 
groans of the multitude declared it. The agitation and flEiinting of some 
and the dismay of all was a sight so superhuman, inasmuch as I saw an 
expression on the single face of the crowd as it were, such as I never saw 
before or since, that I could not but conclude (if such an ordeal could 
possibly have any moral good in it), that only the fact of the victim 
being indisputably an atrocious assassin could warrant even a shadow of 
excuse for such a criminal abuse of legal authority. After some minutes, 
when 1 recovered sufficient strength to turn round, the executioner had 
thrown down the lad's body and was kneeling on it. His left hand was 
thrust in the broken skull and scattering the brains from it on to the 
scaffold : while in his right hand he had the large knife and was cutting 
off the head. On and on he proceeded deliberately to amputate the limbs, 
the arms and the legs, while the scaffold was streaming with blood, and the 
whole figure of the executioner also. When his bloody work was done he 
packed all the parts together, each in its place, and finished by covering 
the frightful remains with a mat. Of course I took particular notice of 
the executioner, his face, his hands, his dress, his top-boots, all I re- 
member vividly up to this moment. The moral impression on the 
Romans was the very contrary of that meant by the Pope. From the 
outset they had doubted the lad's guilt, as he had been condemned 
wholly on circumstantial evidence, a doubt that became a conviction 
because of his simple youthful appearance, and known gentleness of 
nature. It was everywhere declared, moreover, that at the utmost the 
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execution should only have been by the usual guillotine. The result was 
a general execration of the Pope's harsh cruelty and ignorant bigotry. 

*' About a fortnight later I was crossing the same ferry and fields to go 
to the Vatican, when I heard a guitar and some singing at the door of an 
osteria. When I approached I was astonished to see the very executioner 
in the identical dress and boots tho' clean from blood : further, that this 
was the man who was gaily playing and singing to women and boys at 
the table. There was a total abstraction from the atrocious scene of 
blood that had passed a fortnight before, although the savage strangeness 
of the execution continued to be the subject of conversation. And here I 
would stop to remark that in all my Anglo-Roman experience, and all my 
enquiries about the various executions, no Italian criminal is ever known 
to confess. The answer after an execution is invariably ' that he died like 
<a dog,' and this I find extends to most Catholic countries, and is a singu- 
lar characteristic in the contrast it affords with like episodes in our own 
country, where it is a rare circumstance to find a criminal dying impeni- 
tent ; indeed the confession is the interesting part of an English criininarrt 
end. I don't stop to reason about this fact, as the tremendous finale of 
this murderous ordeal will speak for me. Some six or seven months after 
the execution, the whole Roman people were convulsed again by the as- 
tounding fact, that the attendant-priest on the murdered prelate had just 
died, and had confessed the fact that he himself was the murderer. He 
admitted on his dying oath that he had contrived to put all the appearances 
of the guilt on the simple lad, had seen his execution, had dined after- 
wards, and in no way betrayed himself. But he had not lived a comfort- 
able life, for it seems his conscience had helped to hasten his death. The 
Pope, Gregory XVI., was so struck down that it was admitted he fainted 
at the news, and he certainly shut himself up for some days in absolute 
seclusion. For the remainder of his reign he would never allow another 
execution. Most certainly at the time everyone was against the pre- 
sumptive guilt of the lad on the scanty evidence, but for the crime of 
murdering a Prelate the Church imperatively required a victim. Offici- 
ally, in the Papal Rome of that day, vengeance was importunate, and 
such a crime could not be left unexpiated, as reverence for the Princes of 
the Church was regarded as even more essential than reverence for God. 
I remember Admiral Sir William Parker once saying a striking thing on 
my asking him about the execution of Admiral Byng, who was shot for 
presumptive cowardice. Sir William replied, 'Certainly 'twas a most 
atrocious act of injustice, but it was the act of a political party, and how- 
ever it is to be condemned, it has certainly made good admirals of us ever 
since ' : and he added, ' there cannot be a doubt that the world is so 
callous about the reform of any bad principle or custom that at last it 
requires the sacrifice of an innocent individual to bring it about. Then 
for the first time society becomes sensible of the evil, and of the impera- 
tive necessity of doing away with it for ever; but without a martyr 
nothing is ever done, and so it was that with the execution of poor 
Admiral Byng the whole system of the British Navy was changed.' 
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*' ThU striking remark I have often thoaght of dnoe the Boman murder 
and mutilation. Up to that time the Church had held it as a prindpie of 
power to punish with unchristian severity any agression done against it, 
and particularly any affront or violenoe to its high dignitaries ; but now 
these matters are treated like other worldly things, and society is improyed 
by the change, and even perhaps somewhat more inclined to the Boman 
Church. This principle of the martyrdom of an innocent individual,'* 
adds Severn in his MS., '* may not only be traced through the history of 
every country, and of every experience and improvement, but also 
supremely in the sacrifice made by the blessed Christ himself: for the 
pagan principle of inhumanity and hard wickedness was such that nothing 
less was required than that He should die guiltless on the Cross, in order 
to impress the cruel world with a fact that would call up the novel tender- 
ness of human nature, the feeling of repentance, the consciousness of our 
united nature, the dependence on a benevolent Providence against 
our pagan pride ; all these matters were new to the world and necessary 
to its present well-being as well as to its ultimate salvation. Sceptics 
may say that the Christian principle has been abused, that greater 
cruelty has followed Christ, that the world has only become more 
cunning; but no doubt they shut their eyes to the truth that there 
is far more humanity in the woild, as all subsequent history will 
prove by facts. Even the works of Shakespeare will prove it, for there 
cannot be a doubt, that the charm he gives us in the noble and elevated 
principle of his chief personages, the reward he finds for virtue, the 
moral he shows in patience and suflering — contrasting so strikingly 
as it all does with the Pagan authors of Greece and Borne, is all derived 
from the glorious Christian principle. The play of * Hamlet ' is altogether 
like the story of Orestes, save that the ghost forbids Haralet to raise his 
hand agaiust hia guilty mother — * Leave her to Heaven, and to those thorns 
that in her bosom lodge.' This elevated principle may l)e found in the 
contrast of classic Pagan authors with those of the Christian era.*' 

By all which, it may be added, Severn's familiarity with 
Epictetus, Marcus Aurelius, and other " classic pagans," was 
evidently of the most superficial kind, if it existed at all. 

The year 1828, memorable to Severn as that of his mar- 
riage, was a prosperous one for him. He had been fortunate 
in obtaining several good commissions, and, as he wrote 
home, among the many canvases upon which he was then 
engaged there wtis not one but what was "to order." 
Among these was a picture of a * AVarrior and Lady,* 
which was painted for the ^larquis of Lansdowne, and is 
now in the present Lord Lansdowne's collection. 

In a letter from Brown, though written on the last day 
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of September, there is, strangely enoogh, not only no alia* 
sion to Serem's approaching marriage or even any apparent 
knowledge of that event as likely to be immediate, but he 
persuades his friend to come to Florence in October to 
recruit his health. Severn had succumbed to an attack of 
fever, severe though fortunately short, and he seems to have 
himself had some idea of going to Florence for a change ; 
yet, at that time, his marriage was already arranged to take 
place in October. There is nothing in Brown's letter calling 
for quotation : it is mainly occupied with the news of the 
death of his brother Septimus, with messages to Severn 
from Landor and Eirkup, and from the writer to Eastlake 
and Gibson. At the end he adds : *^ Lady Westmorland is 
here : I trust that's no hindrance to your coming." 

It is unnecessary to go into full detail on the subject of 
Severn's rupture with Lady Westmorland, and his marriage 
with Miss Montgomerie. 

He declares that he long endured with the best grace 
he could Lady Westmorland's autocratic ways with Miss 
Montgomerie. The latter was often placed in unpleasant, 
if not even humiliating, positions, the only redeeming 
point in their favour being the frequent opportunities 
thereby afforded to the lovers to see each other away from 
Lady Westmorland's jealous scrutiny. 

The result of the announcement of his coming marriage 
was that a complete break occurred between Severn and 
his old-time friend. He saw that it would not do to post- 
pone the wedding: and as at the same time Miss Mont- 
gomerie declined to be married from the Palazzo Bospigliosi, 
and as Lady Westmorland had set nearly every one 
against her, it was settled that the event should take place 
in Florence. Severn wrote at once to Brown and other 
friends, and soon all needful arrangements were made. 
Till the last moment both he and Miss Montgomerie half 
anticipated some act of violence or interference on the 
part of one whom they could not but look upon as their 
enemy. But as a matter of fact the latter subdued her ill- 
will for the time being, sufficiently to allow her to be 
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present at the ceremony^ and to give Miss Montgomerie 
away : though once the celebration was over she refused to 
have anything to do with either. The young people were 
married by her son-in-law, Lord Burghersh. 

Later on, some weeks after the turn of the year, Severn 
had a long letter from Seymour Kirkup, from which, among 
other things, we learn that Severn had no fewer than 
seventeen commissions on hand. No wonder that he had 
at last felt justified in marrying. There is an allusion to 
Trelawny as living with Chas. Brown : and, in a postscript, 
**they were all lies about his marriage in Greece, &c., &c." 

Trelawny must have left Florence before midsummer, 
however, for on the 21st of June he wrote to Severn from 
Ancona. The letter gives exact indications as to the age 
of his little " Greek daughter," Zella : 

•* June 2l8t, 1829. 
•'Dear Severn, 

" It's long since we have communed by letters, and longer siDce we 

have met, yet now that we are resident in the same land, I hope to again 

shake hands with you, and that speedily ; more particularly as I am told 

you are matched with a gentle and most sweet lady ; now the mystery of 

alchemy, the discovery of longitude, the phojnix, the philosopher's stone, 
or the Duke of Milan with his enchanted island, old Sycorax, Caliban, 
and the rest (I say do you mark me), that I have thought any or all of 
these were less difficult to find than a woman whom a husband, after a 
year's possession, really thou<;ht perfect, as I am told you do your wife, 
and have felt no compunctious visitiogs of the conscience, or chew'd the 
cud of sweet and bitter memory of their days of freedom. Well, I wish 
you joy, and thinking it worth a journey, though to the Antipodes, shall 
certainly make a pilgrimage to the shrine where you have garnered up 
your heart, as doubtless will others from the four quarters of this bale of 
earth. Mecca, Loretto, and the hoary temples of India will lose their 
wonted worshippers, and even St. Peter's toe be left green with mould ; 
all worship being transferred to Mrs. Severn, and Shelley's creed of 
universal love become the sole creed on earth. 

" But the object of my writing, though principally to congratulate you, 
is in some degree to serve myself, by requesting you will either through 
Freeborn and Smith, or Colonel Finch, or in what other manner you in 
your wisdom think meet, make or get made application to the proper 
authorities at Rome to commute the period of quarantine which my little 
daughter Zella will other^vise be condemned to pass in the Lazaret here, 
on her arrival from Corfu, from whence I expect her hourly on board aa 
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Ionian vesseL In your application to the authorities at Kome who 
preside over the Quarantine regulations you must say the child is only 
three years of age, and in perfect health now, and insist on the danger 
of losing her health by long confinement at her delicate time of life, incar- 
cerated in a comfortless Lalaaret. 

"Giving four or five days' grace (xi application where there is any 
grounds to go upon, or what is better, where interest is made, is an every- 
day occurrence, and not a favour that is often refused, so I pray you look 
about you, for it will be doing me a great favour ; and address me here, to* 
the care of H. Kain, Esq., English Consulate, Ancona, and so farewelL 

" Yours and truly, 

"J. E. Tbelawny." 

Within the first year of his marriage Severn was put to 
infinite annoyance and heavy expense by an iniqnitons con- 
spiracy to extort money from him for services that were never 
rendered. A long trial conducted with absolutely grotesque 
parody of justice^and characterised by shameful perjury and 
bribery, ensued. The whole affair, he ^vrites, tended much to 
lower the small remaining prestige of the Pope's temporal 
government, and was often quoted against His Holiness. 

But long before the final result of the trial, shortly after 
the shock and worry consequent upon the first gross mis- 
carriages of justice, indeed, Severn, though still determined 
to fight his case and thwart his enemies, broke down in 
health. Ere long he became seriously indisposed. It was. 
at this juncture that he received from the Hon. Henry 
Edward Fox, Lord Holland's eldest son, an invitation to- 
occupy his vacant villa at Frascati, a welcome suggestion 
gladly acted upon. Thither the Sevems went again in 
1829, and there, late in the summer, a daughter was bom 
to them and was christened Claudia. 

Towards the end of December, 1829, Brown wrote to 
Severn, begging for his practical aid in the Keats Memoir, 
to which Severn replied on the 17th January. Late in 
February Brown wrote again, on the subject of the respon- 
sibility of George Keats in his financial relations with 
John. It would seem that it was about this time that 
Brown began in earnest to prepare the long-projected Memoir 
of Keats. Severn, of course, already knew of his project, 
and had offered to engrave his own miniature portrait of 
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Keats, though he had expressed a wish to engiare the 
original in Miss Fanny Brawne's possession rather than a 
replica of it. Brown wisely refused to take the responsi- 
bility of this suggested loan from Miss Brawne, and offered 
the fine copy by himself in his own possession — and this 
is the one that was ultimately engraved. The generous 
proposal as to the prospectiire profits is eminently character- 
istic of the writer. 

* ** It was about four years and a half ago that Greorge Keats sent to 
Dilke a defence of himself, refuting the ' cruel charge ' (as he called it) 
which I had made against him. Dilke sent me the purport of it, with a 
request that I should make you and others acquainted with it. I did so, 
for I had no evidence by which I could contradict his bold aasertions ; 
though, as I told you in Home, when you put the question to me, I had 
no £uth in his defence. Now, see the danger of Tillainy, and by what 
unlooked-for chances it is laid bare. Having a bundle of papers which 
belonged to Keats, part in his own handwriting, I lately opened it^ on the 
supposition the papers might assist me in the Memoirs. They were 
chiefly letters between Keats and his brothers. I threw Geoige's and 
Tom's aside; but, after awhile, as if by an invisible hand, a passage in 
one of George's own letters was turned towards me, which gave the lie 
direct to the groundwork of his defence ! I then searched further, and 
found an Ace*. Curr*. of Abbey's ; when, by these two documents, I was 
instantly enabled to prove that every tittle of his defence was false, most 
impudently and atrociously false. I have sent these proofs to Dilke, 
requesting him to promulgate them among our acquaintances, that I may 
be no longer suspected as a rash accuser. How he, who has been so 
positive in George's favour from the first, will take it, I know not. I 
expect his answer every day. You may rely on my obeying your orders 
respecting the papers you have promised. You knew Keats before I did, 
and perhaps you can give me some account of the development of his 
mind as a poet. He himself has talked to me a little on this subject ; 
but, if possible, I would have further information. "When did your 
acquaintance with him begin? Nearly two months since I wrote to 
Richards for assistance ; no answer. If I knew how to direct a letter to 
Haslam, I would apply to him ; can you tell me his address ? or will you 
write to him ? When I asked you about the terms for engraving, it 
never entered my head that you would offer to engrave his miniature ; if 
you can spare time, this offer of yours is admirable. Respecting the 
original, in Miss Brawne's ix)ssession, 1 am afraid you cannot have it. 
Were I to ask her for the loan of it, I believe she would send it ; and that 
belief makes me the more delicate in asking for it ; besides, I cannot run 
the hazard of its being lost on the way. No, Severn, I do not feel myself 
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authorised in making that request I will send you my copy, and the 
drawing I made from your representation of him a little before his death, 
together with that foolish little painting I have promised in a short while. 
I have been very much occupied in Mrs. Medwin's affairs, battling with 
bankers, and lawyers, with my hands day after day full of documents in 
Courts of Law ; let this be my apology, especially when I tell you I have 
been of service to that ill-treated lady, with whom every one in Florence 
sympathises. I have had much conscientious responsibility on my head, 
little able to think of anything else. To return to Keats : Dilke urges 
me, as a proof to the world of my friendship for Keats, and as the only 
proof that I am not book-makins:, to declare, from the first, that I will 
not accept of one penny of the profits which may arise from the Memoirs. 
I never thought of profit, rather of loss, as I expected to pay a large sum 
for the engravings. To my mind Dilke*s advice is good ; and I intend, 
you willing, to set out with a declaration that the book is an offering to his 
fame by you and me, both refusing to partake in the profits. The only 
question then is, who is to have them ? Should there be any, ought we 
not to present them to his sister ? It is true she does not vxint them, and 
therefore we might dispose of them in some other way, somethiDg still 
conducive to his fame, what say you ? — what have you to propose ? Give 
my love to Mrs. Severn, and say I am eternally obliged to her for the 
copy she is making. I am equally surprised and rejoiced to hear of her 
excellent painting. Car lino also sends his love, with ten kisses to Claudia. 
Shall we make up a match between them ? Their ages are suitable, — ask 
Mrs. Severn what she thinks of it. Kirkup is very well — all very well. 
Did I tell you Marina is married ? I cannot, literally cannot, answer 
your question about Trelawny. I'm turned whist-player, 

" Yours most sincerely, 

''Charles Bbown.'* 

Severn's earlier letter of the 17th January may now 
be given, for convenience' sake, together with several 
" Eeatsian ". letters addressed to Brown, though written at 
considerable intervals apart. Each deals either with the 
question of the Memoir of, or a monument to, the poet, 

" January 17th, 1830. 

''Tour letter found me in all the glorious confusion of moving. I 
recognized it as from you, and so put it into my pocket to read in the 
first quiet moment I am glad I did so, for its contents affected me much, 
altho' it was agreeable news, for everything about poor Keats is melan- 
choly. I am content that this reverse in the fate of his works gives you 
the occasion to pay a true tribute to his memory, such as I liave ever 
long'd should be done, and such as I know you quite able to do. 

" I feel, that if you can get over my defective writing, and promise me 
(which I know you will) not to expose it to the public as mine (for I 
am not a little proud of Keats as my friend), that I can supply you with 

M 
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ample materials, which I will write spontaneously, not only as to facts> 
which I have witnessed, but also as to my own feeling and impression of 
his beautiful character, I will not expect or oblige you to use anything 
I write but as you see fit, but I shall expect that you destroy these papers 
when you have used them, as I feel they muU contidn invectives against 
many persons whose enmity, or even notice, I am little anxious to have. 

** Respecting the portrait I feel differently, and shall be proud to make 
my appearance before the public as the unchangt^ friend of Keats, loving 
his memory now he is dead, as I did himself and his works when he was 
alive, and this is an honour that no one shall share vrith me, not even the 
engraver, for I vnll take up the graver once more and fancy myself 
inspired to give his resemblance to the world, faulty as it may be, yet 
done with all my heart and soul. I think the miniature vrill make a good 
engraving, and have already imaf^ed the style of the thing, and long to 
be about it. It would be necessary to have the one in colours to engrave 
from, which can soon be had from England, as it is such a trifle, — ^not that 
I think yours defective in any respect, but it is a great advantage always 
to engrave from colours when it [is] possible. I take it one great reason 
why the Italian engravings are so stony and lifeless is because they are 
copied from mere black and white drawings, whereas there exists a sin- 
gular power in engraving in the insertion of colours. So pray write 
immediatfily for the original in coloui's, and I vnll conmience the moment 
I receive it. It may come by the Courier quite safe. ..." 

" Rome^ 

"April 15th, 1830. 

**.... You ask me what shall be done with the profits of our work to 
poor Keats's memory. Now I have thought a good deal of it, and am 
going to propose that we erect a monument to his memory here in Rome 
to the fall extent of the money arising from the sale of the work. I have 
consulted Gibson, who says that for £200 something very handsome may 
be made. I have a subject in my mind for the Basso Rilievo, which I 
think I once mentioned to you before. It is Keats sitting with his half- 
strung lyre — the three Fates arrest him — one catches his arm — another 
cuts the thread — and the third pronounces his end. This would make a 
beautiful Basso Rilievo, and as the gravestone is so unworthy him, and 
so absurd (as all pe<»ple say), and as the 8|)ot is so beautiful, I hope you 
will agree to it. Gibson seem'd very much taken with the idea of placing 
a work of his on this spot. 

'* I knew Keats as far back as 1813. I was introduced to him by 
Haslam. He was then studying at Guy's Hospital, yet much inclined to 
the Muses. I remember on the second meeting he read me the Sonnet on 
Solitude, in which is the line 

* To start* the wild bee from the foxglove bell.' 
He was at that time more playful in his manner, the worid seem'd to have 
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nothing to do with him. Poetry was evidently at that time his darling 
hope. He disliked the surgery, and complained that his guardian, Mr. 
Abhey, forced him to it against his will. lie was introduced to Mr. Hunt, 
I think, in 1814 or '15, which wrought a great change in him. It con- 
firmed him in hia future career, and I think intoxicatni him with an 
excess of enthusiasm which kept by him four or five years, perhaps until 
you knew him. This was injurious to him, as Hunt and others not only 
praised his works and spoke of them as faultless, but even advised him to 
publish them. Now, merit as they then had, they were not fit things to 
offer to the world, and I have always thought that that publication was in 
a great measure the reason poor Keats did not sooner acquire the power of 
finishing his works. At the same time, he got a kind of mawkishnesa 
also from Hunt, which to my thinking was a fault, and which he got rid 
of when he came to live with you. Yet that first volume gives a good 
ide^ of his beautiful character— of one who, on his death-bed, acknow- 
ledged that his greatest pleasure, in almost every period of his life, had 
been in watching the growth of flowers and trees — and it [was] thro' this 
medium that he was so profound in the Greek Mytholo<;y. At my first 
acquaintance with him he gave me the compleat idea of a Poet — 'twas an 
imagination so tempered by gentleness of manner and steady vivacity, 
that I never saw him without arguing on his future success. At that 
time he had no morose feeling, or even idea. He never spoke of any one, 
but by saying something in their favour, and this always so agreeably and 
cleverly, imitating the manner to increase your favourable impression of 
the person he was speaking of. At that time he was not well acquainted 
with painting, but soon acquired a very deep knowledge of it. Indeed, I 
used to observe that he had a great power of acquiring knowledge of all 
kinds, for, after a few years, he used to talk so agreeably on Painting and 
Music, that I was charmed with him, and have often spent whole days 
with him devoted to these things. The only difference in his persona) 
appearance at first was that he had not that look of deep thought, but, as 
I said, his look and manner were more playfuL 

" How long shall [you] be occupied on this work ? I would like to 
know, that I may be r^idy with the Engraving. The original miniature I 
should like to have had, for yours, good as it is, will render my engraving 
a mere copy from a copy — ^yet I am content and anticipate that I shall 
succeed. 1 think the picture well calculated for an engraving . . . 

" I do not know Haslam's address. He knew Keats before I did." 

" Bomey 

" March 14th, 1834.* 

" Now I don't know what youll say to the request I am going to make» 
that you come off to Home without a moment's delay and bring Keats's 



^ Brown at this time was still living in Florence, though illness and 
financial embarrassments were soon to 1^ to his departure for England. 
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tragedy with you. There are here ^y^ Englishmen, who have all been 
together at Cambridge. They are devoted admirers of Keats, and as they 
lire really clever fellows I must confess myself gratified with their atten- 
tions to me as the friend of Keats. Now you must know that they have 
been acting — two of them are first-rate — and they made me join them in 
the 4th Act of the ' Merchant of Venice,' as Gratiano, when I was so 
much struck with one (Mr. O'Brien) as the very man for Ludolph in 
Keats's 'Otho.' His voice and manner of reading remind me most 
forcibly of Keats himself. When I mentioned to them the tragedy, they 
were all on fire to be at it, but I did not see any hope until I heard from 
Capt Baynes, who is also an actor, that we could easily have the beauti- 
ful private theatre here. I then recollected how much some years since 
you would have liked to have had the tragedy acted in Home, when there 
were private theatricals, and I think how much more you would like it 
•done now by devoted admirers of Keats, good actors, and handsome 
young men into the bargain. I assure you that I think it would be well 
done, and as they are aU young men of rank, it would certainly be a good 
report to its forthcoming. Should you not be able to come yourself, nor 
even Charley, to play the Page, cannot you send me the MSS. by the 
return of post? I will be particular that no copies be taken in any 
way. 

" Now I wonder what you will say to all this. Is there any possibility 
that you throw cold water upon it ? 

** And now I am going to wrangle with you. Here I have heard and 
heard of Keats's Life which you are doing ; I have written and written to 
you about it, and now I hear nothing more, now, when the world is looking 
for it, and the trajzedy. Why, you would be astonished, were you to know 
the many who come to me as the friend of Keats, and who idolise him as 
another Shakespear. 'Tis an injustice to withhold these two works any 
l<»ngcr. I remember you said * the public should never have the tragedy 
until they have done justice to Keats's other works.' The time has come, 
and I FEAR THE TIME MAY PASS. Thcse youDg men read and recite Keats 
to me, until I think him more beautiful than ever. (I am dying for them 
to see the tragedy.) Then there is another point — the Public is wrong 
about Keats himself. I/. Byron and L. Hunt have most vilely led them 
astray. I persuade myself that Keats's life will be a most interesting 
subject. If you will go on, I will send you everything I can think of, and 
I am sure I can supply much. If you will not, I mean to defy you, and 
try and write his Life myself, which I am sure will make you look about 
you .... Now tell me what you have to say by way of excuse. It 
cannot be, save that you do not know how high Keats's fame has risen — 
that if he is not the Poet of the million, he is more, for I would say that, 
judging of the talents of his admirers and their rank as scholars, that his 
fame is a proud one. So now, my dear Brown, I send this ofi" Saturday 
€v' — you'll hear Tuesday morn^ — and I shall receive the tragedy 
Saturday." 
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" Rome, 

«* July lOth, 1836.* 

" .... I inquired about the new edition of Keats, and I was invited 
to embellish it to any extent, and have some nice ideas for it. Be sure 
yon tell me what movement it makes. Many kind lovers of Keats*s poetry 
offer to subscribe to make him a monument. Gibson made a liberal ofifer 
to do it for whatever might be subscribed, which I made known to poor 
Woodhouse without receiving any answer. Now I have come to the 
determination that I will (iccept these subscriptions, and let Gibson make 
a beautiful monument, either to be placed here or in England. Tell me 
what are your thoughts, but don't tell me you set your face against it, for 
so I tvill have it. I can collect a handsome sum. I am an artist mysdf^ 
and a fine work Til have. As you have called me an old man, I'll e*en 
do something to grace my years .... 

** I am just going to write to Mr. Milnes about Eeats's tomb. I feel 
sure that £500 could be easily got, and this, let me tell you, would be 
useful and even honourable to his reputation. The present gravestone, 
with its inscription, is an eye-sore to me and more, for as I am sought 
out and esteem'd as his friend something is look'd for from me, and some- 
thing I will have. I have thought to have the beautiful profile of 
Girometti*8 on the upper part, surrounded with architectural flowers in 
the Greek style — underneath a bas-relief (the subject of which I have not 
determined, and will not until you give your ideas, for I'll do nothing 
without you except your denial — ^ith that Til have nothing to 'do). 
George Keats ought to subscribe, but I have the right, as Keats's last 
friendi and also as an artist, to the management. After the Monument is 
up, I'll plant the moot beautiful laurels and cypresses ever seen, and 
attend to the keeping them fresh to the extreme days of my old age, for I 
feel that I owe much to the name of Keats being so often linked with 
mine. It has given the public an impression which has ensured me a 
good career, much as it was denied to him. 

" Now I dare say you will think all this very vain on my part, and 

throw cold water upon me and that ; but no, I am too old to be damped 

by you. Ton may encourage me to anything, but I won't be put down. 

Keats shall have a fine monument, and I will produce fine historical works, 

worthy of his friend. . . ." 

" 19, Brook Street, 

" August 21st, 1838.t 
*' . . . .What are you doing about Keats's Life ? If you have printed, 
pray let me have it. I am stirring up here for a new edition of his and 
Shelley's works. It is shamefully unjust that you all on the spot do not 
poll together and catch this nice moment for Keats. Tell me the difficul- 
ties in the way of a new and compleat edition of him. and I talk it 



* Brown had by this time left Italy (1835), and had settled at Laira 
Green, near Plymouth, 
t In the summer of this year Severn made a flying visit to London. 
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OfCTy and determine oo haTing beauUfal engnmogi in it. I have got 
▼617 pretty ideas for it. Oibeon will ^¥6 ns maaj thingk I aomre 70a 
Keata atanda ao high witli all the aqiiiing young man, partieiilarlj the 
ariatociatei tbai a hook woold take. FQ do anything to hdp it 00, even 
for my own iake» aa I am ao proud of having heen KoatiflB friend, aeeing 
how people aie diipoaed to caieaa me for hia aake. 

**Weaieaboat a new projeet: and I, ofoomaa. It la to kt the 

IQOod foeUng go 00, and have a granp in maxUe hy Oihaon of SheDey and 
Keata togpther, to he placed aomewhere in London. lant thia a heautilul 
idea? What a aalject for aeolptiirel What a fine tribnta to the men, 
frienda aa they were^ and making greater—both Gieek poeti^ and both 
with fine and yoong poet-looke. How dont throw odd water upon it. 
Fll laiea plenty of money to do it» and Qibaon made a Kheral offor. That 
atir in FaiUament aboat Lord B>7rQn*a atatoe waa my doing» and now 
ru be an agitator about KeataTa. TbU me aboat Geoige Keati^ and aleo 
About Taylor, and poor Woodhooae'e papers I knew he had the tragedy 
copied, he tidd me eo himeelf'--it waa from the love he bore Keata, and 
foreeeeing there might be difScnltlea in the way of bringing hie work* 
together for a new edition.* 

Severn was very busy throughout 1830, partly with 
pictures which have already been mentioned, and partly 
with others.* Of these, among the most admired were, 

* There may be g^ven here the liat of the more important oopieii mado 
by Severn from the pietoree by the Old Maeten in Bome^ Florence^ and 
Yenioe: — 

. Flivrisnoc. 

Venice. 
. FloreDce. 



9» 



1. Doge of Grenoa Vandyke . 

2. PreseDtation of Virgin. . . . Titian . . 

3. Pope Julius IL Kaphael . 

4. Knieht of Malta GKorjiione . 

5. BatUe of Ciidore Titian . . 

Sketch from the original, iiehich was burnt 

6. Musicians. 

7. Lady from picture of Prodigal Son Boniiaccio .* 

8. Duke of Urbino Titian . . 

9. Pope Paul III., who set up the 

Inaiiiftition 

10. The Father 01 Titian, or Doge^ 

Grimani j 

11. St. Agata Martyr P. Veronese 

12. St Ge<irge and the Dragon . . Rubens 

13. Madonna and Child .... Correggto • 

14. Angel from Guercino • 

15. Sibyl M. Angelo 

16. Mailonna (Assumption) . . . Titian . . 

17. Peter Martyr „ . . 

From the picture which was burnt. 

18. Miracle of the Hammer . . Tintoretto. 

19. Head of SaVioiu:: an original or 

old Oriental c*)py .... Cimabue ? . 



99 
Venice. 



Venice. 
Florence. 



Naph 
fAricalPal 
tVenice. 

Florence. 

J^apU 
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Bome. 
Veniop. 



9» 



?^?? 
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^ Vintagers at Eve/ the * Sicilian Mariner's Hymn/ * Godfrey 
and the Crnsaders in sight of Jerusalem/ 'Bienzi in 
the Forum/ and * The Falconer and Lady ' ; the first two 
bought respectively by Sir Matthew White Kidley and the 
Marquis of Northampton, * Godfrey ' and ' Bienzi ' by Sir 
Thos. Bedingtoify while ' The Falconer ' was sent to the 
British Institution in 1831, and sold to a Sir Charles Lamb. 

But the chief event of the year, for him, was the birth 
of his first son and second child, Walter, an event which 
happened at Frascati on the 12th of October. 

Early in 1831 it seemed as though at last the protracted 
civil suit in which Severn had been so long and dis- 
tractingly engaged was about to be brought to a definite 
end. As a matter of fact the business, so discreditable to 
all concerned, save the unfortunate person chiefly impli- 
cated, was concluded in the early summer of this year. It 
was now the turn of Mrs. Severn to become seriously 
indisposed as well as her husband, whose ill-health had 
become chronic during these trial-years, as he calls them ; 
but fortunately Mr. Fox again happened to offer the use of 
his villa at Frascati, and so there Mr. and Mrs. Severn, 
with their daughter Claudia and the little Walter (upon 
whom, by the way, his father often regretted not having 
bestowed ^ Eeats ' as, at any rate, a second baptismal name 
—as both Brown and Kirkup suggested). 

At the end of the preceding December, or early in 
January of this year, he had sent to London his picture 
' The Falconer/ for exhibition at the British Institution, a 
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work of additional interest from the fact that the falconer 
is a portrait of Severn himself, and the lady an exact 
likeness of his wife. 

When Severn again returned to Bome, he had not only 
recovered from the incessant worry of the trial and his oiit-n 
prolonged and sometimes serious indispd^ition, but was in 
the best of health and the highest spirits. 

" What with my Altar-Piece for Cardiaal Weld," he writes, ** and 
other works on hand or in proc^pect, and with other matters to my great 
content, a fortunate turn in the tide of my afifairs had again come. When 
we returned to Bome we had the most complete happiness and enjoyment 
that it is possihle for human creatures to know — prosperity, friendship, 
the best and most entertaining society, no end of brilliant gaieties when 
we wished them, our love for each other and our children, and above aU 
we had both by this time good health to enjoy all. Thus, despite 
everything connected with that ugly trial, and all the anguish and 
exhaustion for which it was directly and indirectly responsible, I have 
never ceased to think with pleasure of this time." 

K I were to edit, however concisely, from Severn's papers, 
the account of his friendly relations with Cardinal Weld 
and of the painting and placement of the picture he was 
ever wont to regard as his clief cToeuvre, it would occupy 
more space than can be spared. The whole question of the 
destination of this sacred picture, painted by a Protestant 
artist for a Catholic church, excited at the time a great 
amount of controversy and high feeling. To . this day 
it is the chief precedent when any similar difficulty 
arises.* 

This, Severn's most ambitious picture, ^ The Infant of the 
Apocalypse caught up to Heaven,' was commissioned by 
Cardinal Weld, as a present to the Pope, and to be placed 
as an altiir-piece in the Cathedral Church of *St. Paul 
beyond the Walls,' and was the most fruitful result of the 
long and unjust trial through which the English artist had 
to maintain his stand for the right against overwhelming 

* The essential jwrt of Severn's narrative will be found in the Appendix 
(No. II.). As Cardinal Weld had a singular influence on the fortunes of 
lloman Catholicism in England, all Severn's remarks about him will be 
read with interest. 
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falsity and injustice. During that period and till the too 
early death of the excellent prelate, the most friendly 
feelings existed between Cardinal Weld and his injured 
countryman. 

During the progress of the altar-piece Severn, of course, 
painted many other pictures, among them ' The End of a 
Venetian Masque ' and * The Abdication of Mary, Queen 
of Scots,' bought by the Earl of Eglington, and still at 
Eglington Castle; 'Angelica,' bought by the Duke of 
Manchester; 'Temptation' and 'Ophelia,' bought by the 
Duke of Devonshire, and still at Chatsworth, and other 
equally important works. For Cardinal Weld himself he 
painted another picture besides his great Apocalypse 
subject : 

'* A small pictuTo of the Roman Ave Maria, with the Pantheon in the 
background by twilight, with the full moon rising beyond, and with a 
third light in the glow of the numerous candles with which the Madonna 
was illumined. This small canvas, however, brought me great credit ; and 
some years afterwards I had to paint a duplicate for the present Emperor 
of Russia [that is, the Czar Nicholas], who when visiting Rome, gave me 
the order himself." 

The chief account of the several episodes arising out of 
Severn's projecting this picture, its being commissioned by 
Cardinal Weld, and its presentation by that Prelate to the 
Pope for the Cathedral Church of St. Paul, then being 
restored, and the jealous ill-will and many difficulties 
which had to be overcome before ultimate success, is given 
in a special chapter in Severn's MS. 'Incidents of my 
Life.' But it is not necessary to give this detailed record 
here. Briefly, it may be said that it covers succinctly the 
years between Severn's marriage and those of his departure 
from Bome and return to London (1828-1841). This was, 
in the main, a happy and prosperous time for him. Other 
children were born, and one was lost through a tragic 
mischance. There is not much else important to chronicle 
beyond the visit of Sir Walter Scott to Bome, and Severn's 
significant interview with him concerning the Keats-article 
in ' Blackwood's ; ' this, and some correspondence. It may 
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be added here that he did not make his often projected flying 
visit to England till 1838, and that over twenty years elapsed 
between that '' sad and despairing night " when he sailed from 
Gravesend with Keats, a young and unknown artist without 
money or definite prospects, and when he arrived [1841] 
at Dover with his wife and family, with ample means, good 
prospects, an assured reputation, and having among his 
patrons an emperor, a king, a prince of the Church, and 
several of the greatest and most influential nobles of 
England. 

To return now, briefly, to the year 1832. The quotation 
of part of an autumn letter from Brown, from a villa near 
Florence, will save occupation of the reader's time with 
unnecessary details. The allusions are to Woodhouse's 
medallion portrait of Eeats by Girometti and to Tre- 
lawny's 'Adventures of a Younger Son,' much of which 
had been written during the author's stay with Brown, to 
whom, indeed, the opening portions were submitted, and 
for most of which he chose the mottoes — the majority of 
them from Keats's then unpublished poems, particularly 
his and Brown's joint tragedy ' Otho.' 

" .... I am wonderfully happy among my flowers, watching their 
growth. Woodhouse lived with me here for seven weeks, and he got so 
well in health, he was quite a credit to the place. He left me about a 
fortnight since for Venice and England. I like him much, and hope he 
will come back again. The bas-relief he gave me of our Eeats delights 
me; never was anything so like, it seems quite a piece of magic. 
Trelawny went to England in the spring. Every one ascribes *The 
Younger Son' to him, but I believe he still denies it. Have you read it ? 
I am told it runs off like wild-fire. At the head of every chapter are one 
or two quotations from Byron, Keats, and Shelley, — from no one else ; and 
Woodhouse and I think his lordship does not look over grand in such 
company. Woodhouse also thinks that these quotations, in so popular a 
book, will be of great service to the fame of Keats ; and indeed they are 
chosen, in number fifty-three great and small, with much care, — some 
great friend of Keats's must have done all this, don't you imagine so ? 
Woodhouse has promised to send me certain dates and other particulars, 
which no one would ever send me, and further, has made me promise to 
\vrite the life of Keats in my quiet country nook during this winter. 
Now I have changed my mind about his portrait ; it must be from that 
medallion. What a pity it is you know nothing of flowers, — how can you 
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1« 10 igDonmt and lire ? — othennae Fd Ulk to yoa of my perfectiaD of a 
volkaiEM)ria» perfaming half my garden with ita hyacinth soent» with ita 
aeoond crop of hloaaoma on it at thia moment ; and of my noble metn>- 
aideros now in full bloom ; of my verbena splendonr, in Uoom for theee five 
montha badi, with a acarlet that would cut out all your painter'a ahopa! " 

The only letter of this year which need be quoted is one 
£rom Westmacott, written £rom London in June. It will 
be read with appreciation by all interested in the history of 
English Art 

** London^ 

** June, 1832. 
" Mt deab Sxyxbh, 

** I have been ao buay and ao bothered lately that I have not had will 
or time to write the usual bulletin on our Exhibition ; but I have had my 
conacience quieted in aome reapecta by finding that Eaatlake has already 
aent you an account. After hia, I hardly think it necessary to go into the 
buaiDeaay for he will have given you juat the opinion you ought to have — 
a painter's. The ioui-^ntetnihU is very good and highly creditable to the 
country. Hiatorical worka of course are lacking. There are fewer 
portraits, both in quantity and quality than usual, but in the works that 
do tell there is, to my mind, a great deal of right stuff — very careful drawing 
and finish, which we don't always get, and no falling off in the other 
qualitiea Ux which the English school has been blamed and praised— colour 
and efiect (Blamed for sacrificing too much to obtain it, and praised fur 
having hit it better than any other modem school.) Wilkie's ' Knox 
Preaching,' ' Leslie's ' Grosvenor Family,' and ' Eatherine and Petruchio,' 
Galoott's Landscapes, ' Hilton's ' Una entering the Cottage with the Lion,' 
and Landseer's various pictures, Ck>llins iu two pictures, and others whom 
I need not name here, — all contribute to prove what we have in us. Turner 
is splendid, and excepting in one picture, ' The Burning Fiery Furnace ! ', 
charming and intelligible. His ' Italy ' is the most magnificent piece of 
landscape poetry that was ever conceived. It is like nothing but itself, 
so I cannot compare it with Claude or any other painter, to help your 
notion of it Landseer has a very fine picture called ' Hawking.' It is a 
largish picture and almost all sky. The hawk and his prey, the sign of 
life, are rolling down together, and have almost reached the ground — they 
seem to live ; they are full of fury, bustle, and expression. They are 
magnificently painted, yet still so carefully that they might be examined 
with a magnifying-glass. The hawk has such an eye ! In the distance 
over a bit of heath or common are seen two or three figures on whose 
wrists are hawks ; just sufficient to explain the subject. CoUins's favourite 
picture is of some children opening a gate to a shady lane — the specUUor 
being the person riding through and into the picture ; the horse and rider 
cast their shadow before on the foreground. The Duchess of Devonshire 
has purchased this. Uwins has a very clever picture of a Neapolitan 
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Saint-maker's workshop. Partridge is strong in a portrait or two. 
Phillip's I have forgotten — ^who is at the top of the tree this time — in 
spite of Beechey's and Wilkie's ' Kings.' A costume picture by Williams 
is the deh'ght of ns all, and though I mention him last I am glad to 
assure you that our Plresident helps on his own and the Academy's honour ;. 
he has two or three capital pictures. Tour picture is in the ante-room, 
on the right hand of the entrance into the Great-room, — is in good 
company, and light. Eastlake will have told you what struck us in it. 
With my usual candour, at which you will not be angry, I tell you 
honestly I think it very unfinished in parts, and thai is hardly compen- 
sated for to the public by its agreeable composition, appropriate expression, 
and warm good tone, aU of which it possesses, but which artists who care 
to look for them alone appreciate — ^perhaps, too, your figures are a little 
thick or short. I do wish you would come over here, if only to see the 
calibre of some of our chaps whom you have forgotten. To our great 
annoyance we hear nothing of Gibson. He tells us in a letter that Lord 
Tarborough was to have sent a work ; he has not done so. The composi- 
tion and feeling in Wyatt's group are much admired. We here, don't 
like your [? his] treatment of Portrait heads. Wyatt's boys and his 
lady have not what we think should exist in that class of art. I speak 
with deference, because I think so highly of Wyatt, and even if you tell 
him this I know he will take it well and without attributing any unworthy 
feeling to my criticism. The sculpture-room is full — too Ibll. I daresay 
Eastlake has served us up to you, so I will run the risk of it and leaTe 
ourselves out. We go on grumbling about our wretched den of a room ; 
perhaps we may do better by-and-by, for they now talk of building the 
National Grallery, and it is expected that an Academy of Arts may be 
joine<i with it. It is a cousummation devoutly to be wished. The British 
Gallery was kept open an unconscionable time, in the hope, I suppose, of 
forwarding the sale of the works, but there has been no great deal <lone — 
people will not spend their money this year — or they are thinking of 
something else. I have not been to the Water-Colour Exhibition yet. 1 
hear that it is, as usual, excellent. A new Society has not been deterred 
by the badness of the times from starting an extra Exhibition speculation. 
There is a new Water-Ck)lour show in Bond Street. I have not visited it, 
but Uwins and other clever fellows belong toil. Your 'Falconer' still 
sticks on hand. It has an excellent place in my house, everybody can see 
it, and all who do, stop and admire it — but no buying ! 

" Mr. Ridley Colborne, who is much looked up to, stood before it a 
long time lately and enquired all about it — whether with any view to 
purchasing it I know not, but be assured I shall not lose sight of your 
interests and wishes. We are doing German Operas with a German 
Company on the off nights at the Italian Opera House. I think the 
singers want * voce^ but they perform very charilyj and the Chorusses are 
excellent — time and tune perfect; an accomplishment which the usual 
corps of singers do not possess. * 2)er Freischutz* and * Fidel to ^ have 
been the two given us up to the present. They draw immense houses. 
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How are you all going on in Borne ? Gribson writes us that he likes your 
composition for the picture ordered by the Cardinal. I wish you well 
through it — it's an awful work and will want every power that you can 
bring to bear upon it. I am delighted to hear you are pleasing yourself 
in your progress with it. You are becoming a sad idle correspondent, but 
I suppose a wife and children are to be the breaking up of all vagabond 
vagaries. The better for the aforesaid vagabond, I daresay; but the 
survivors miss their old companions without finding any substitute, as 
they do, for the loss. I should like to drop into the midst of you, but 
that may not be. Will you tell Gibson I received his letter, and thank 
him for it ? It was very gossipy and pleasant, and I wish he could bring 
himself to seod me one oftener. Pray oblige me by giving old Barbara 
three or four dollars out of oxir account. I don't think I have sent her 
a regalo for a long time. Remember me to all my old friends. 

** IJelieve me, dear Severn, 
" Yours truly, 

" Westmaoott." 

" June 15. — It is not generally known yet, but Sir Walter Scott is 
arrived — ^very bad — so bad indeed that his death would be hailed as a 
blessing compared with the living on in a state of almost imbecility. 
Shocking, is it not ? to see this wreck of mind.* Death has been busy 
with great names lately — James Mackintosh — ^Butler — Jeremy Bentham 
— Cuvier — and now Walter Scott falling! Mr. Bentham's body was 
publicly dissected by his own desire — for the advancement of science. 
Come va la famiglia f Are you still playing a Crescendo movement ? 
Gibson seems to have come to a conclusion on non-matrimony, for 
himself!" 

In Severn's single published writing of a personal nature^ 
the article on the * Vicissitudes of Keats's Fame/ which 
appeared in * The Atlantic Monthly ' for 1863, there is a 
memorable account of his meeting with Sir Walter Scott, an 
account varied in no essential particular in another written 
at a later date. It is, however, not only so well known, but 
was written in such radical misapprehension of the nature 
of that great man, that it need not again be set forth. 

I have already given an outline of Severn's life in the 
years immediately following his marriage and before his 
return to England, and it is imnecessary to dwell at length 
upon details of artistic labours or to repeat the merely local 
and transiently interesting gossip of the Home of his day, 
enough of which has been already given, conformably with 

* Sir Walter Scott died a little over three months later. 
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the scope of this memoir. A few personal details can best 
be reproduced in his own words. Bat first I may find 
room for one or two letters which will be of interest to some 
readers at any rate. 

Charles Brown made his visit to England alone, though 
y he did «o in 1833 instead of 1832. Before he went he 
formed an acquaintanceship at Landor's house on the hill- 
slope below Fiesole, which, though he had no idea of any 
particular outcome from it, was an event of singular im- 
portance for English biographical literature, and particularly 
for lovers of Keats. It was to this fortunate meeting, 
indeed, that we owe one of the most charming biographies 
that we possess ; a book, moreover, which will preserve the 
memory of a genial and delightful man, himself too a poet, 
when his other writings as well as the personal tradition of 
him shaU be forgotten. 

** It is now fifteen years ago,** writes Lord Houghton (then R. MoncktoD 
Mibies), in the PrefiEU^ to the * Life, Letters, and Literary Remains of 
John Keats,' '* that I met at the villa of my distinguished friend Mr. 
Landor, on the beautiful hill-side of Fiesole, Mr. Charles Brown, a retired 
Russia-merchant, with whose name I was already familiar as the generou» 
protector and devoted friend of the Poet Keats. ... 

" . . . . Few of these [unpublished productions and letters of literary 
interest] bad escaped the affectionate care of Mr. Brown, and he told me 
that he only deferred their publication till his return to England. This 
took place two or three years afterwards, and the preliminary arrangement 
for giving them to the world were actually in progress, when the accident 
of attendiu.: a meeting on the subject of the colonisation of New Zealand 
altered all Mr. Brown's plans, and determined him to transfer his fortunes 
and the closing years of his life to the Antipodes. Before he left this 
country he confided to my care all his collections of Keats's writings, 
accompanied with a biographical notice, and I engaged to use them to the 
best of my ability for the purjxjse of vindicating the character and 
advancing the fame of his honoured friend." 

Brown, however, returned from his first visit to EnglaucL 
and was settled again by the autumn of 1833 at his vilhi 
outside Florence, whence he wrote to Severn on the 17th of 
September. By this time two more children had been 
born to Severn, the elder named Arthur, and now, like his 
elder brother Walter, a distinguished artist. 



y 



LETTER FROM LEIGH HUNT. 175 

In a following letter, written a few months later, there is 
the first warning of that disastrous change in the writer's >/ 
fortunes as well as in his bodily health, which was the 
indirect cause of his leaving Italy, and afterwards England, 
for New Zealand ; for the lecture on colonization, alluded 
to by Lord Houghton, was only the secondary, if deter- 
mining cause of his emigration. 

A letter from Leigh Hunt, introducing a friend, may be 
given here for the sake of its fine and characteristic remark 
about Borne. 

" Upper Cheyne Row, Chelsea^ 
« Aug. Ist, 1834. 
** Mt deab Sevebn, 

** I snatch a moment, though it be but a moment, after a hard day's 
work, that I may have the pleasure not only of introducing to you a young 
artist, Mr. Dallas, a firiend of my eldest son's and hi<!hly esteemed by him, 
but of asking you under my own hand how you do, and pretending to 
myself that I am standing for an instant in the thick of Home ! I cannot 
look even upon this bit of paper without something like respect as well as 
envy, to think that it will be really there, when I, the sender of it, and 
the human soul, cannot find a way to it. I repeat the word to myself 
like a fine bass note — Rome — ^mixing it up with the murmuring of the 
great sea of ages, and with tenderer voices of the departed, and long indeed 
to be with you. Gk)d bless you. 

" Your sincere friend, 

" Leigh Hukt." 

The many troubles which beset Brown in his later years, 
the first hint of which was given in an earlier letter already 
quoted, had their serious beginning in an apoplectic seizure v 
which overcame him one day when he was in Vieusseux's 
Library in the Via Tomabuoni in Florence, then as now 
the only institution of the kind in Italy of any importance. 

He had always enjoyed robust health, but after this 
attack he was more or less an invalid, though one of the 
most dauntless and energetic sufferers among literary 
workers since Defoe. Though in his last few years the 
victim of epilepsy as well as apoplexy, from dyspepsia and 
what he calls again and again a *' hell of nervousness," and 
from financial embarrassment, he actively interested himself 
as a Librarian, as a committee member of an art institution. 
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as a lecturer, and as an author, and ultimately even ventured 
upon what was then a £ar more hazardous enterprise than 
now, emigration to New Zealand, at that time a yirgin 
colony. His restless activity of mind and body kept him 
busy even after his first serious attack of apoplexy. Not 
content with gardening in addition to his usual literary 
and artistic undertakings, he tells Severn in one of his 
letters that he has also taken up the study of astronomy. 

But his illness materially added to the home-sickness 
which Brown had felt for some time, and this longing, 
combined with the advisability of his going to England to 
attend to his monetary affairs, with his son's education, and 
with his uncertain health, determined him to break up his 
home in Italy and return to his own country. He decided 
to go at the end of March, and expected to arrive in good 
time to take a house in Plymouth by Midsummer day. He 
travelled more leisurely than he had at first intended, for he 
did not arrive till about the end of April or early in May. 
With characteristic enjoyment of persiflage, he assured 
his Italian acquaintances that he was returning to England, 
as it was necessary for him to seek a milder climate than 
that of Italy, a remark which had point in it from the fact 
that the winter and spring of 1835 had been, for Italy, 
a severe one. His account of the expenses of living in 
England about the year 1835 shows what a radical differ- 
ence has taken place since then. A Vicar of Wakefield 
could not nowadays exist under his famous predecessor's 
regime ; in Brown's time he could at least have managed 
to make both ends meet. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

The Keats-memorial — ^Brown's memoir of Keats — The " Great Plague " 
in Rome — Severn-correspondence — ^Tragic death of Severn's child — 
Charles Dilke and Charles Lamb — Letter from Sir Charles Eastlake — 
Letter from George Richmond, R.A. — ^Letter from Charles Brown — 
Keats*s possible biographers — Last news of Charles Brovm — His death 
in New Zealand — Letter from Mr. Dilke — Keats and " fame.** 

Brown's next letter is from his new home, a cottage at 
Laira Green, near Plymouth, and is the first written under 
its roof, though he had been a tenant for some weeks. . His 
new illness, the serious one of epilepsy, did not interfere with 
his projects of lecturing on Shakespeare's sonnets and other 
subjects, nor his undertaking to be one of the Hanging 
Committee at a local Art Exhibition. This little exhibition 
is certainly the first where any prominence was given to 
portraits of Keats. It comprised the medallion which Signer 
Girometti made for Woodhouse, and two replicas of Severn's 
portrait of the young poet, besides his sketch of him in 
the hour of death. In a letter of later date Brown gives 
further particulars, though in this communication the 
chief interest is in what he has to say concerning George 
Keats's legal injunction against his using any of John's 
literary remains in his possession for his projected Memoir, 
already in part done. He consulted Monckton Milnes on 
this awkward point, and though at first Mr. Milnes disputed 
George's legal power of interdict he found on enquiry that 
such power did exist. This, for a time, caused Brown to 
fear for his Memoir an indefinitely prolonged delay in 
publication. 

Another letter by Brown, written in this year, which 
should be quoted, is that bearing date the 26th of November. 

N 
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Severn had mooted, to friends in Rome as well as to Brown 
and others in England, yet another proposal as to the erection 
of a monument to Keats in the Protestant Burial-Ground at 
Rome. To this Brown was strongly opposed, and there 
are probably few who do not approve his attitude rather 
than that of Severn. Not only, he writes, does he thoroughly 
disapprove of the scheme as unnecessary and in every way 
undesirable, but he repents of even having allowed, so far as 
his approval was a matter of concern, anything else on the 
tombstone but the words which Keats himself had wished to 
be placed there. Indeed, he hopes that the Roman autho- 
rities will permit the erasure of every word beyond those to 
which the poet himself limited his epitaph. There is, he 
well declares, " a sort of profanation of adding even a note 
of admiration to [Keats's] own words.'* 

^* Laira Greeny 

" 26th November, 183G. 

" When I received your last letter, nearly three months ago, I resolved not 
to answer you in a hurry, though now, upon looking back, I am astonished 
at so much time having passed. How could I write to disturb the pleasant 
dreams in which you then were ? You were resolved on a fine monument to 
Keats, and 1 utterly disapproved of it. If his Poems should induce 
his countrymen, otherwise uninfluenced, to erect a monument to him, 
my joy would be great; but I cannot approve of such an honour, 
in a questionable shape, by his personal friends, paid to him as a poet. 
Still, looking on the intention in its best point of view, I do not perceive 
it can do his fame any barm, — which, at first sight, I thought I did 
perceive. The impropriety of a relation or a friend as a subscriber to or 
furtherer of national feeling, of a national tribute, I feel so strongly, that I 
am afraid thousands of otlurs will leel the same. On this ground, while I 
sincerely thank you for referring the subject of a bas-relief and other 
matters to me, conjointly with yourself, I must decline having anything 
to do with the monument, — except on one point. This point is that not 
one word shall be there except those contained in his dying request — 

* Here lies one whose name was writ in water,' Swayed by a very natural 
feeling at the time, I advised more, but now I am convinced of the error, 
the sort of profanation of adding even a note of admiration to his own 
words. If a dying friend, a tiood man, leaves strict orders for the wording 
of his epitaph, he should be olxiyed, if good faith is in the world. I have 
loner rei)ented of my fault, and must repeat what I said to you in Rome, 

* I hope the government will permit the erasure of every word, with the 
exception of those words to which he himself limited his epitaph.' The 
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inemory of Keats has beea one of my greatest pleasures, but lately it has 
been mixed with pain, — for I have been occupied in writing my life of him, 
and, consequently, been turning over letters and papers, some full of hope, 
others of despair, and my mind has been compelled to trace one misfortune 
to another, all connected with him. I knew this task was my duty, and, 
from the beginning I had from time to time made, I found it a painful 
one. Therefore to compel me to my duty, I boldly put down my name at 
our Institution for a lecture, on 27th December, on ^ The Life and Poems 
of John Keats.' Now that it is advertised, the card printed, the members 
looking forward to it, there is no retreating : it must be done. About one 
half ia done. Probably I shall afterwards print it in a Magazine, there to 
rest as a voucher for his admirers ; possibly I may print it in a small 
volume by itself; in either shape you must have it. My first lecture was 
given about a fortnight ago, ' The Intellectual History of Florence.' I 
was aware of the interest of the subject, but the unusual hand-applause 
and the high compliments bestowed on me were unexpected. After the 
' Life of Keats ' I shall give no more lectures this season." . . , 

The year 1837 was that known throughout Italy, and 
nowhere with more horror of rememhrance than in Borne, as 
" the cholera year." To the Severns it was further unfor- 
gettable as the year wherein by a tragic misadventure they 
lost their youngest and best beloved child. Severn's own 
record of this period of individual and general suffering and 
horror is ""too lengthy and too discursive to quote here : but 
it may be said it was a time that old Bomans speak of yet 
with shudderings. The ignorance of the people and the 
selfish attitude of the rich, including that of the Pope and 
his satellites, induced almost unparalleled misery ; and un- 
fortunately, though many of the monks and humble clergy 
strove heroically, there were among the Italians few if any 
potent workers of the stamp of the Catholic English noble,. 
Lord Clifford. Boom may, however, be found here for one 
of Severn's reminiscences of this period. 

"The cordon was drawn round nearly all the .towns, and with such 
vigour that it was impossible to enter any of them. 

" At Palestrina I slept outside the town at a miserable inn, but at last 
I got safely to Rome, saw a few alarmed friends, got together all we 
wanted, and returned to Olevana the following day. My re-entering the 
town was agreed on before I left, provided the cholera was not officially 
declared at Rome. Very soon after, in the month of June, the cholera 
broke out at Rome with unlooked-for fury. 

N 2 
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"There had been heavy rains during two days, when lh« damp oluU 
produced double effect on the people, owing to the euperstillixu oVKDonj 
in vogue in time of the plague, of ^ing at night barefoot to |nf to » 
certain Madonna, a ceremony on this occaaion attended b]r vpwndM at 
ten thousand people. The reeult was that the nest day •boat tluM 
hundred persona died! What made their death and dulSM man 
di^adful was that the victims n-eTe almost all young and hala pttKtti. 
Death had proudly and scornfully refused the old and inBrm. How, niMB 
I heard this lerrible news, did 1 reflect on the arrogance of tlie Bomui 
peojile in assuming that the cholera would not dare to eote Booh ob 
account of the holiness of the place, and how the Roman piUs «■■ *t 
last Btruck down by the fact that llie number of the dcaths-WMgrHtor 
than in any otlier place, and with the victims all young and hale paopla. 
It noE to ua like living anew the period of the plague ai dawrib t d in 
Boccaceio'a ' Decameron,' shut up as we are in the Apennbw town, 
where no cholera ever approached, and where we reiceiTed am; Uod of 
hospitality, and that almost daily, and where the scenery waa of tbo 
most romantic unture and the people, in addition to being flnely mate 
and handsome, were so amiable and good and indulgent to all oor iranti. 
After a short time our money became ciLbausted, and as t itad jiut made 
a loan to Chevalier Bunsen for his hoE| ilal on the Capitol, and aa I ooold 
not get at the bauker in Home, nor at Bunsen, who was also ihat np hy 
the Fiascati cordon, our cate would have been very deploimbk bad nrt 
been of the be^t kind of Italians. But with aQ fbtit fftat 
and fondness for the fi.>w Elrongeis visiting thus, and thsir 
as far as their meune went, they had little c^ no momejr 
them. Tet they lent ncka of com, bags of salt, hasketa of 
polatoea, and ao on, and in this way we paid for what we had and got on 
moat pleassntlT- But, oh I the contrast of onr moat charming and quiet, 
healthy and beautifbl retreat, when we recdved the fumigated letteia 
from Bomo giving na frightful accounts of the deaths of frienda and 
acquaintances of all ranks, and even in our own honse, for the old General 
Brad died, and onr English friend Barbwe the aculptor, and under very 
painful drcumatancea. Then we heard of a state of almost public 
anarchy. Contagion being the order of the day, all the noUes, and evoi 
the Pope himself, had biicked up their palaces,and selfishly left the rest of 
the city to deatructiDn from plunder and murder ; anarchy indeed, had it 
not been that the cholera arrested the one and the other by iu impartial 
and severest judgments. 

" It WIS an astounding fact that a body of assassins, some hundred and 
twenty in number, had planned to sack the city and murder all the 
wealthy inhatntants. The police had got [information of ?J all thor men, 
but were vmable throngh finr to arrest any of them. The cholera lasted 
three months. At the end of that time, when the police began to gain 
power and confidence and were at last able t« arrest these mMimiiin, ont 
of the six score they found only six alive. Snch justice had the plague 
wrought I Tet in the midst of all this horror were episodae of auoh 
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beauty and loveliness that it seemed almost imix>S8ible at such a time 
there could be any more enduring. Among other things, I heard con- 
tinually of the duings of Lord Clifford who, at the moment of the most 
frightful public perversion on the subject of contagion, and when the plague 
was devastating the city without there being any practical public effort 
to save it, pursued a cahn and even tranquil career in medically attending 
some fifty to a hundred people a day. By his fearlessness and reasonable 
procedure he must have done great good, and helped to clear away the 
prejudice about apathy to contagion. When the disease was nearly over, 
he generously opened the English College as a convalescent hospital. 
He surprised me by his statement that more persons died from the sudden 
return of life during artificial restoration than of those who died from the 
malady. This, latterly, he obviated by giviog patients from twenty to 
twenty -five grains of aconite, which so retarded the return of life that it 
saved the attack on the brain, but of course it involved a much longer 
convalescence. 

*' There were acts of Lord Clifford that, unless they were in hannony 
with his whole career in Rome at this time, would appear as the acts 
of a heroic madman. For instance, there was in Rome, at this period a 
very old English Roman Catholic lady with her two daughters, Devon- 
shire people and old friends of Lord Clifford. This old lady was taken 
ill, and died at the age of 84, but not of cholera. The cart which went 
round daily for all the dead took the body of the old lady, to the great 
grief and horror of the two daughters, as thus theirl dear old mother 
would not have individual burial or even the service of the church. 
'J'he burial-place outside the walls, at the Church of San Lorenzo, was 
made by forming immense long fosses into which, without any service 
*of the church, were thrown each evening all the dead of that day, and 
this, at the worst time, took from sunset to sunrise. Lord Clifford was 
accustomed to visit these ladies every evening, and, on that following 
the day of the old ladj^'s death, he was dismayed to find her dead, and 
her body taken to Sau Lorenzo. He soon found a consolation for the 
daughters by assuring them that he would in the morning get an order 
from the Governor of Rome to disinter the body, and that he would 
then cause to be performed all the funeral offices of the church. All 
this he accomplished. He assured roe that the sight after sunset at 
San Lorenzo was the most awful that could be imagined. Carts wore 
arriving continually, filled with naked dead bodies, which were at once 
on their arrival thrown into the fosse. These death-carts came in 
unbroken procession from sunset until two and three o'clock in the 
morning. There were innumerable torches to light up the dismal work. 
During a month, this rude interment was at the rate of 300 corpses 
a day. Of course, to return to my anecdote, the men were imable to 
attend to Lord Clifford's request to disinter the body of his old friend until 
they had buried all of that day. About dawn they commenced digging 
into the trench of the day before, and after the work of a whole hour 
they found the old lady's body, and got it up and placed it in the coffin 
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on the bier his Locdihip^ wllh dl the San Loranio prieets, had prepered. 
The body was taken to the ohnich, and the senrioe for the dead chanted, 
Hand thfln he saw it qnietly placed in the tomb which had been hastily 
prapaied for it. 

^This beli^ done, he returned at seven oVdock to breakfast with 
the two kdiesy and consoled them with the news that their motiiei^ 
body was plaeed in a Gbiisdan tomb. There was no fnnand ceremony 
whatever over those dead of cholera^ and of course at snoh a time there 
was no chance of distinctbn, as death levelled alL The details were 
Awfol; for instance, people threw the dead bodies oat of the windows into 
the streets to save periloos handling of contagion, and I was infonned 
that it was an appalling thing to see the coatinoed foiling of the corpses. 

''The one eztraoidinary foot of aU was that of the nnmeroos men employed 
to reoelTe and convey the dead bodies to San Lorenao^ mU omt died t^ 
«Aoforo/ Yet they were goilty of acts of levity -and even atrodoosness 
that cannot be betieved. The population of Borne was rednced by 
15,000, and these mostly yonng people. When I went back to Bome 
for a day in the month of October it amaied me to eee aU the poor old 
miserable beggars and invalids with whose appearance I was fomiliar 
atill there. At that time I was oconpied on a difficolt pictorial subject : 
^Godfrey and his Army in eight of Jomsalom;* for the baekgnmnd of 
which I had set my mind en a scene with olives at TivolL This place 
had been one of the worst visited by the chdera, notwithstanding that 
A coidon had been drawn the whde time. To accomplish this study at 
TItoU, I had to cross the mountains with a guide, and make a ntrognde 
movement. On arriving at dawn, I soon found what I wanted to paint, 
and haviog had my break&st, and all being ready, I sat down and 
began. 1 had painted for about an hour, when I heard the sound of 
drums and trumpets and bands of music, and soon saw a proceaaion 
advancing from the town, which slowly came to where 1 was painting. 
In this spot there was a little open chapel, and I was agreeably surprised 
to find that the whole procession stopped, while all knelt on the very 
spot I had chosen for my background ; so that I had the singular 
gratification of seeing just the real efiect of figures and landscape 
which I was trying to paint. The dresses were very rich, Uiere 
was even armour, with many banners, and moreover a cardinal in his 
scarlet robes. When I got to Bome and was able to go on with my 
picture I changed all the composition to the effect of what I saw at 
Tivoli, and so this picture of mine of * Oodfrey and his Army in sight of 
Jerusalem ' was really a record of this incident. I got back to my family 
again at Olevano the following day, having travelled all night with a 
guide over the mountains. To walk in, I wore a white jacket over a 
flannel one during the cool of the night. 

'* It was with some regret that we left this most lovely sojourn. The 
romantic beauty of the scenery had grown upon us during our stay, and 
there being no cholera and no illness we were as it were in a Paradise, 
and had the happiness to see our children thrive in the Apennine air. 
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I was also able to paint four small pictures, which produced me £100 ; 
two of these are now in Eglinton Castle, and another was bought by 
Lord Northampton (* Isabella and the Pot of Basil'). 

" We returned two years later in the month of November, and then I 
painted the Foimtain picture, now in the possession of Lord Lansdowne. 
The kind people had kept the grapes on the vine for me, and daring 
three days' heavy rain I sat and painted this pergola, knowing that my 
constitution would pay for it. I went on painting all the figures of 
this picture until Christmas, always drooping and drooping a little 
more, and on my return to Home, before I had finished my picture, I 
had an attack of rheumatic fever, and for two months was scarce able to 
turn over in my bed." 



Of course during all the visitation of cholera to Borne, 
Brown was naturally most anxious on account of his friends, 
and particularly for the Sevems. But the chief reason for 
inserting the following letter is its interesting information 
concerning his difficulties with the Eeats Memoir, and his 
idea of leaving the MS. with the authorities of the British 
Museum for ultimate publication. The letter also contains 
news of his improved health ; of his forthcoming lectures ; 
of his theory as to the amount of Shakespeare's means, and 
of Shakespeare having been in Italy in 1597 ; and his 
opinion as to the dominant quality of the great dramatist's 
genius. Though in it he writes upon subjects already 
alluded to, room may be found immediately afterward for 
Severn's letter written on his return to Bome, after the 
cholera had left: particularly as few letters of his, from 
1835 to 1860, seem to have been preserved. Thereafter 
follow two letters from Brown, which hardly require com- 
ment. Mr. C. W. Dilke, heartily disliked by others than 
Brown, does not appear in a pleasant light in either. I 
think that Charles Lamb's epithet for '' a particular kind 
of blockhead " is new to us. It is pleasant to learn that 
Haslam, who, some time after Keats's death, was far from 
prosperous, seems to have been so in his later years. 
It appears from what Brown says of Dilke's communication 
with him, that the chief difficulty with George Eeats, 
in the matter of the injunction against Brown, was a 
money one. Once he was satisfied on this point, there was 
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.to be no more oppontioii from Oeorge. In connection with 
this letter the leader shonld tnm to Dilke's Urtter of 1841, 
quoted later. Brown, however, was unwilling to diycrge 
fiom what he elaewhere called the straight line of his duty 
to Seats's memory,and wished to be responsible for nothing 
unless it were likdy to be properly as well as loyally and 
pleasantly done. 

''Seth October, 1887. 
*'HtdxabSstbbk, 

. ^It is now tea moiitbs ainoe I wrote to yon, and all thii tune I have 
had no news of you or yonra. My fkoolty of hope la tolenUy Strang ; 
bat when I found the eholeia bed oesaed in Borne, and still you did not 
write, I became nneasy, till last night I toased sboat in bed in downright 
ftac PlBsy write immediately. KestA 'I^e' remains mipabUshed till 
oslled inr; I sm sorry to ssy there is no call for it at pcesent, so it maj 
remain qdet till I am *qnietly inurned.' I have done whst I coooeived 
my doty, snd I can leave it to another geneiatioii, ii; alter my death, he 
ahoold be then more considered by the msny. I cannot bear the thoag^t 
of its being innted and reooiTed as of little intetest except among a few. 
Bonwtimes, howefor, I think of printing a limited number, and of dot 
aoIHng one; and aometimes my pnipose is to lodge it in the British 
Hnseom, to be refened to at any time, Iqr anybody. It is^ of oonxse, 
diorty as I am not permitted to use for publication his posthumous 
poems. . . • Last Thursday I fcave one lecture on Shakespeare^ and to- 
night I am to give another. In that one already ^ven I brought forward 
very strong circumstantial evidence from his works that he roust neces- 
sarily have visited Italy, about 1697, 1 having first proved that he Ikd 
sufficient meaus, wiih prudence, to meet the expense of such a joun^y. 
By the bye, from some late discoveries, irrefragable ones, I can calculate 
that, at the age of forty-four, he was possessed in lands and money, of 
£6500 in our present money, or £13G0 of his time. I was listened to with 
deep interest ; but neither that, nor the question of his learning in the 
classics, could raise a general discussion. Every man would have it 
understood he knows a great deal about Shakespeare, but if he is led into 
deep water, he is silent.** . . . 

"2?owie, 

" November 21st, 1837. 
" Mt deab Brown, 

^ You surprise me greatly in the fact of ten months having passed aw ay 
without a letter from me. Except that I bad nothing very good or agree- 
able to tell, I know not what to say. Tour letter is delightful, as it brings 
all good tidings, when I am glad to grasp at anything cheerful. Tour 
having embraced a life aud habit so congenial to your health and character 
is very gratifying to me. Really you give me such a lively pcture of 
your lecturing that I can almost hear you and fancy myself in a good 



TRAGIC DEATH OF SEVERN'S CHILD. 185 

place, coDsidering what a full assembly you have got. Does the Institu- 
tion ever publish ? if so, I may hope to have the pleasure of reading some 
of yours. We have during the cholera been in a beautiful retreat at 
Olevano, forty miles from Rome, where we have passed the time as happily 
as it was possible for people bringing with them a load of grief. Tou have 
not heard of our horrible misfortune, and were you only a man of feeling, 
I would not oppress you with it ; but as you are also a useful member of 
society, I feel it my duty to relate the whole sad tale. My youngest boy, 
a beautiful ^nd lively infant nearly a year old, was cut off by a most 
calamitous deatb. I confess that he was our loving pride. Ue had never 
liad a moment's sickness ; his vivacity was such that he played with every- 
body, and was known everywhere. I mention these things as they helped 
to make our loss still greater. His mother had just put him to bed in the 
ilaytime, and in the next room was relating the pretty way in which he 
had gone to sleep, for everything he did was spoken of. She was absent 
some few minutes, when on returning to the room she found him hanging 
dead from the bed. We had instant aid, but to no purpose. It is sup- 
posed he got his dear little feet \mder the rail of his bed whilst he slept, 
and by passing down the bed on one side by degrees he slipt quite down 
to his head, and then the rail, made to prevent him, caught the back of 
his neck and was the cause of his death ; and so my poor wife found him. 
He. seemed still asleep, and the surgeon supposed that he must have died 
sleeping. You can imagine the state this threw us into ; indeed, on my 
return to Rome after a week's absence, I found all our part still in tears 
for our lovely boy. We had arranged to go to the mountains a week 
before, and the carriage came by appointment two days after this frightful 
accident I thought it a providence to save us all ; we had forgotten all 
about the journey ; the cholera had begun, and our danger would have 
been great. In Olevano we stayed till the middle of November, and now 
we are returned to our house, which within presents every painful remem- 
brance of our dear an^el, and without doors reminds us of friends snatched 
off by the cholera. You will easily imagine how pleasant your letter must 
have been. Our return to Rome seems after an absence of twenty years 
instead of a few months, — for the number of deaths, some fifteen thousand, 
the pallid countenances all seemingly sunk in years, the vacant streets and 
the gloom, it all seems as though after an absence of years. I have been 
also unfortunate in the sale of my pictures, having by me some thousand 
pounds' worth ; this is from the persons who ordered them not being able 
to pay me. My last commission I am now at work on, * The Crusaders 
in sight of Jerusalem.' The future may turn up some good fortune. I 
have done many small works in the country which are saleable. Thank 
God, I am in good health, and also my fiEimily. I shall strive hard, but 
have great enemies, as I believe there is no one who has had commissions 
in painting of historical subjects but myself. I have numerous friends who 
are, I think, good and useful. Farewell, my dear Brown. Believe me ever 

" Sincerely yours, 

«* J. Severn." 
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^ London^ 

*« 2iid Jane» 1838. 

^ Mt DBAB SxVEBKy 

** H«re am Iflnzed from my quiet ootttge to the tumidl of a dtr. for 
the aake of pufaUsbing a Yolmne, which may, in its conBequeooea, InriDg 
diflquiet into my oottage. Onegood thing, however, haa aocnied:— I have 
seen year four pictures in the Exhilntioo. My praiae is worth nothing, 
*aa I am an interested party; bat th^ are much praised by those who 
know nothing about you. They are well placed. Your 'Crusaden* 
aeema to be the chief favourite ; though I pwfer the Yenettan scene. The 
compositiaii of the former is most striking. Tmagination, which we rarely 
see now-a-daya in painting, ia in your painting; not a dreamy one, like 
Fuseli's, but one thiit makes your treatment of a subject gsin imperceptibly 
on the beholder. The cokmr folly keeps its purpose with any of the bert 
around them. WiUde must be merely painting for money, — his are sad 
fidUnga off. Turner is like a kitxshen-fire in the dog-d!iys. Going firran 
the Esldbition to the Katiooal Gallery, I became intoxicated vnth 
admiration; and I endeayoured to account for part of theix^— the old 
masten^ — anpecicrity. Beyond any modem they contrived to ^ve a 
Toondneaa to the figurea ; aomehow, it aeema aa i^ by taming the frame, 
we could aee the other aide of the limba. How tlua ia managed I know 
not» but occaaionally I perceive they adopted a bdd, haiah outline^ which, 
I tiiioaghl^ contribated to the ma^cal effect Thia, together with the 
depth they gave to their pictnrea, aeema to me the grand secret : reflect 
on how it mi|^ be done. • . . Dilke is sltogether unpleasant towards 
myselt He is dogmatical, conceited, and rude. Sacceaa has tamed his 
brains. For the last fortnight I have kept from bis bouse, except in 
paying two visits of mere civility ; and though I will not again quarrel 
with him, I would rather not henceforth be in his company : it is a nuisance 
to my better thoughts. My forthcoming volume is on Shakespeare. It 
is printed at my own risk. I say nothing of its contents, as I shall send 
you a copy by Mr. Crawford, who will set off for Florence in about two 
months. Charles Richards prints it. 1 have dined with Haslam, who 
lives like a most prosperous man. He has a wife and daughter, the latter 
a nice girl of about sixteen ; he sends remembrances, and no reproaches 
for not writing. In this town, this city of hnmbng, I am hurried and 
flurried in all sorts of waya I am sick of the eternal wheelis sick of the 
eternal streets, and abominably sick of the process of printing. Away I 
go to-morrow, leaving the last proofs to the care of the printer.^ 



**Laii'a Green^ 

"23rd August, 1838. 
** Mt dear Seysbn, 

*' You puzzle mo with your imadvised comings, your threatened goings, 
and your unthonght of stayings. I enter heart and hand into all your 
good purposes about Keats. You do me injustice in thinking I am remiss 
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or lukewarm. His memoir has been long ready, and I am anxious it 
-should be published. Here are the difficulties in publishing the whole of 
Ills poems. Moxon told me that Taylor, like a dog in a manger, will 
neither give a second edition, nor allow another to give one. But now, I 
believe, his copyright is out. George Keats threatened anyone with an 
injunction who should publish the posthumous poems ; this indeed stopped 
me in the intended publication of the Memoir. Dilke, George's agent, 
however, told me, when I was in town, that George wished to obtain from 
me those posthumous poems, by purchase, if they could not be otherwise 
obtained. My reply was most conciliatory on this point, puttiug all 
thoughts of profit aside. I desired to publish a few here. Dilke told me he 
knew of no objection now to my publishing the whole. Thus it stands. 
A publisher, whoever he may be, would desire explicit allowance, lest he 
might subject himself to an injunction; and he, a stranger, would be the 
fittest party to apply to Dilke and, if necessary, to Taylor. I know not 
where Woodhouse's papers are, but I have everything, from which a 
proper selection should be made, as some poems are trivial, or some parts 
are, and some were written when he was luiskilled. The former difficulties 
may now be easily overcome, and I hope soon to hear from you that a 
respectable publisher is taking it in hand. Perhaps mine, Bohn in Eiug 
William Street, will be glad to enter on it. When in town I doubted the 
behaviour of Dilke, as he is subject to violent fits of ill-temper. I doubt 
nothing now. - It was all malice prepense. My fault has been in not 
landing his literary talents, which was out of my power. I could praise 
his talents in obtaining success, but no more. My conscience has undone 
me with him. Two days since I wrote him a declaration of war, because 
I would not be treacherous like himself; and I told him plainly he was 
generally regarded as a blockhead, quoting Charles Lamb's adjective — for 
a particular sort of blockhead — a Dilkish blockhead. Thus, during the 
winter I can, without remorse, draw him at full length in a novel. He 
id a capital character for one. Because I rarely show my teeth, he thought 
1 was unable to bite. Mind you come here on your way to Paris. You 
cnn go every mile of the way by steam. Give me warning of your 
approach, lest I should be flitting on some little excursion. I wrote to you 
at Rome a kind message from Haslam. You have seen him of course. 
Thomas Richards, the eldest son of our old friend, wrote to you at the 
Academy in order to learn your address for me. He writes he has neither 

seen you, nor heard from you. 

** Youi-s most sincerely, 

"Chas. Brown." 

The last quoted letter was addressed to its recipient at 

aihouse in Brook Street in London. Severn had thought 

it best, apart from his wish to see his people again, to go to 

London before arrival there with his family for good. His 

.stay was a brief one, however, nor did he spend any time of 
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" the house of his parents : indeed, he seems to haro 
itered few even of his oM friends. In Auii;ust he left 
and again for Italy, and up to the beginning of 1840 
icutuined uncertain as to the date of the family's migration 
from Rome. . 

A chatty Art-letter from Eastlake, which he received in 
June 1839, will be read with interest. ' The Ancient 
Mariner ' alluded to in it is one of Severn's best as well as 
most imaginatively conceived pictures. It is now in the 
possession of Lord Coleridge, to whom it was presented by 
ita previous owner, the late Mr. Waiter Halliday. , 

" 13, Ujppa- Fittroy Stnel, London. 

"June 12th, 1838. 

DEAR SEVBBiT, 

•' I hare to thank yon for your letter and thp kind promiee to send 
ime eogravings, H«wUt has not yet made tiia appearance, 
fully expected to see you here or I Bhould have written to you some 
ago. What was then in my mind, however, is now like an old or 
ten story, and I turn to matters of more immeJinie inlerest. I am 
> bear that you are going on with your altar-piece. 
.m I to understand that this is the work for the Emperor of Russia ? 
1 hape hia is a dialinct work, if so, ' tanto meglio,' us your practice in 
liuiory will be the greftt«r. 

" Tlkaok you for your news about Cammucdni, &o. I auapect your 
impreasiou of tbe Municb works is quite just, but fresco la always a little 
more removed from nature tban oila — not, however, so far as to excuse ft 
total absence of good colour, which you seem to think is tbe case with the 
Munich artists, 

" In asking me to ^v« an account of tbe Exhitdtion yon ask me to do 
what mi^t be barely putaible in tbe first moments of aurprise, and if 
then done might afterwards be regretted. I never feel inciined to say 
anything of the works exhibited ; a just and discriminating criticism is a 
very difficult and should be a long conudeced undertaking, and as to 
privKte ojnnioD, it is not only the opinion of a particular person but of 
that person at a particular time. What thnefore is it good for? You 
have generally applied to Uwins hi a critique on the Exhibition, and if I 
do not regret that you have not done so now it ii only because he could 
not eay BO distinctly as I can, that he himself has snoceeded in this year's 
Exhilntion in a very remarkable manner. Since his election into the 
Academy he bad (as is often the case) been attacked very violently ([ 
leom from himself) In the papers, and hence it was an object with him to 
muiter as stron;! and ss well as be could in this Exhibition. 
" He sent eight pictures, but reserved one to make room tor other*. 
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The seven exhibited were disposed of, but he has had numerous applica- 
tions for them alL The tide of public favour has in short turned efifec- 
tuaUy towards him, and his position has never been so prosperous or 
promising as it now is. This news at least will be gratifying to you. Of 
the other Exhibitors I should mention Maclise, and say he is as great as 
ever, but as we differed about his talent last year it will be useless to 
describe and extol what you can imagine and might condemn. Landseer 
is also I think as great as ever, but because he is not more great than ever 
the public is beginning to be fastidious. 

'' The impression you made Idst year has made people ready to carp at 
you too. Had you not exhibited your ' Ancient Mariner,' which is greatly 
admired, you would hardly have held your own, for the ' Rienzi ' is not so 
great a favourite. 

" Tell Gibson his ' Venus ' is very much admired indeed. His other 
works and Wyatt's figure may be as much praised, but I have heard most 
of the ' Venus.' There is a marble statue by the daughter of a sculptor 
which has great merit — but I forget, all this and more will be better told 
by Theed, who shortly returns to Rome. I am writing in some haste for I 
am going out of town, indeed out of England, for a fortnight. Do not, 
however, think this is an excuse for not saying more of the Exhibition. 
I could not now say more if I had a whole day to write. I believe I before 
mentioned, in a former letter to Rome, that some comparatively new men 
have greatly distinguished themselves, viz.: — Redgrave, Cooper, and 
others, but these two especially. The arrangers, of whom Uwins was one, 
did themselves credit by placing the works of these contributors in good 
places, and they (the latter) are all in a fair way in consequence, but their 
merit deserved every consideration. 

''Your 'Rienzi' is hung where your 'Godfrey* was last year, the 
' Ancient Mariner' a little to the left and rather lower. Wishing you all 
success, and with best remembrance to all, I am dear Severn, 

" Yours very truly, 

" C. L. E ASTLAKB." 

In the following July Severn received a letter from 
another artist correspondent, one of the chief friends of his 
later life, George Bichmondy B.A. It is an account of that 
distinguished artist's impressions when he first went to 
Venice. The reader may be interested to turn from this 
letter to one (vide p. 205) written by Mr. Euskin on the 
occasion of one of his early visits to the beautiful city. 

" Venice, 

" July 24th, 1839. 
" Mt deab Sbvbbk, 

^ I promised you a letter, so here goes, but you must not expect 

a fine critique on Venetian Art, ravings about their glazing, or any 
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.vpodnfol ^UtmtidmiAofat gnj gnmndi; for I mnwrnxf Id m^^ I l»«e^ 
■idfliKMg^liatJiaveJookMiHiwilhaYenotbaeni^ 
MUomX wilh miiflb «Qoh €|y«B as otiben I ei^ect W^ 
piea»ed , aad Hiirefare lisve BOt beea dla^ppointsdL HiBte iMM'hM 
ttimiiphsd ofer art^or nHwr natitra aiidMtlia.v« eoniliiiiat) in tli»##iafaip 
cf #wiy«fiae diy to baafee^wtytliiag that inc wag or wgllie far tiiliaiiottr 
and gotge onaimi i i <tf eftct in the Tiew from the mtar il aonati of 
St ]fad^% and all tin leidi aoeompaaimeDta abcml it I fUT" jmt a& 
hoiieii^ oompliiMnt In nyii^ it has oikan TSBaJnded mi of ^ bi a nt tfal 
dEcfeolijaifaMida<filiiiaBa1)ae1qp»«iadt^ *W«il 

Iin«Bt«yIhaf»aoil>aattat>ai Ufaiwd aal a i qWtot B d ky 
jwtaaaa^tetiieBairStlinooIlum not jatviaitcd. bBomelwaa 
tiiundeistnidc at the fiiat Tiew of ite traannm : in Tenlcey 
««tiQO]di0dthandBli|^ited,andIflDditBtnihitwg^ One 

^hkg la to 1ia4nid ^ ezflttatioB cif 1^ tluit ioi^ 
know BaffiMUo or Mldiael Angeb at aU, bat oat of Y«nloe one may ^ 
podbotiy aoqaaintad wiOi Titian and PSmId Yoranaae. Untorotto ia the 
man whom ona aaai ibr the fiiat time here, and troly I^pisfo been aatoonded 
bgrthe magttlfloanee and darii^ cKaiaoter of hie woiki^.hofii In daiign and 
m^BfiKt^ He<pQti me eilen in mind" of Bcmhnmdl^ bat he la Immenaelj 
atroBgV' In invanttar indeed eome d the werisa In the Beook of ftm 
Boeoo lank him witbihe great dwignimi of the Boman and nflrentlne 
aoboola. Wliat a groiq^ of women that ia, ini ihe great pietnra of tiie 
CkndfizioBt at the ihot <tf tbe Oroae. I T«Ky moeh doi]ft>t if ToiteM.% so 
mimhotdehMledeneln&TibilUdriliiMitisiafaaiesit Art ieitoiabat a. 
fiagrtUngln blabandi^ and diia ovm^wldneesbaa often betn^cd bim into 
errors, not to say signnl fulnres for such a man. 

*' The * Assumption' of Titian's is a surprising picture, full of greatness of 
intention and in the execution, bat tbe figures strike me as no more or les^ 
than picturesque books, excepting the children and angels, some of which 
equal anything I have seen. But the picture of pictures, to my taste, is 
the large Paolo Veronese, which for vivacity and freeness of execution 
united to a roost enchanting tone over the whole, is one of the wonders of 
art. I don't think anything can be fiuer or more simply painted. It 
strikes me as a far more agreeable whole than the large picture in the 
Louvre. I have just begun a copy of two figures the size of the original.**. 
They stand before a pillar something such [sketch follows], and I think 
for intensity of character nothing I ever saw surpasses them. The great 
fat fellow with the hanging-looking moor beside him is worthy of Michael 
Angelo. Do you not think for style that Paolo is even better to study 
than Titian ? By-the-bye what curious works the latter ones of Titian, 
[?] put me something in mind of old Northcote's painting. They look so 
muddled and pottered over, just what one would look for as the result of 
extreme old age. A work they show of his early youth gives promise of 
all that followed. To have been in order, I should have told you that we 
stayed a whole day at Bologna, so that I had at least one hearty good look 
at the Gallery there, which surprised me by its riches ; although small, it 
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is very perfect. All the pictures are good, and many of them are first-rate 
specimens of the masters. What a sober, subdued, and grand tone 
pervades the works of their school. I certainly think they went very far 
towards achieving their object of uniting to the tone and colour of Venice 
the gusto in design of Borne and Florence. I made a number of little 
sketches while I stayed, just taking the plan of some of the finest works, 
and I shall do this now wherever I go. Since 1 came here I have made 
ten water-colours of the best pictures in the Belle Arti, which I think.will 
be of use to me. 1 am sure you are right in recommending a sketch 
whenever it may be got, for it remains, while mere impressions are fugitive 
as the day. What rascally cheats these Venetians are, and yet very good 
people in their way, wonderfully civil, and at the Galleries (oh ! what a 
contrast to Home) they are perfection. One has but to apply and 
entrance to study is obtained instantly. Pray give my love to the illus- 
trissimo blackguard Agi*icola when you see him. I speak of his maldirec- 
tion wherever 1 can, for such a man ought to be removed from his post." 

A long period of silence intervened in Severn's and 
Brown's regular correspondence, which was at length broken 
bv a letter from Brown, the last but two which Severn was 
to receive from him, one announcing his departure for New 
Zealand and the reasons for that adventurous step, and the 
other (written shortly before his death) from the settlement 
of Taranaki. The letter is dated from Chichester, near 
which town Brown had gone to see his son, there in training 
for his intended career as a civil engineer. Despite his 
broken health, he is as indefatigable as ever, and writes 
that in addition to his literary vocation and many avoca- 
tions he is engaged to contribute weekly a political article 
to a Liberal Plymouth paper. 

In the spring of 1841 a letter was received from George 
Keats, waiving his legal rights, and agreeing to the publi- 
cation of a * Memoir, and Literary Bemains ' of his brother 
John. But shortly before this. Brown happened to take 
great interest in the new El Dorado for the colonist. New 
Zealand. In a letter to Trelawny he mentioned that if he 
were a younger man he would certainly embark for the new 
country : and in another to Kirkup he referred to Carlino's 
future, and said (alluding to New Zealand) " that way 
fortune lies.'' Still, all this was merely in the air. One 
day, however, he went to Plymouth to hear a lecture on the 
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subject of the colonization of ?iew Zealand. The result was 
that he was convinced, charmed, irresistibly attracted by 
the idea of emigration. With all his prudence and scrnpn- 
lous heed of common sense, he was, nwre Scotieo, impalsive 
and enthusiastic. Before he reached home that day he bad 
practically mode iij) his mind to emigrate, despite the 
uncertainties thtis opened before him, his time of life and 
very tndtfTerent health, aqd Carlino's interrupt^ stadies 
and dubious prospects. Further reflection conSrmed his 
first intention. With characteristic promptitude be made 
at once all necessary arrangements, even to his outfit and 
the engaging of two berths in a ship due to sail towards the 
end (tf Jfay. 

ISm eottage at Lalm G-reen, wbete, and unid his flowers, 
hehad hAped to lire qnietly for the renuunder of his days, 
qnlen Oftriino's proBpects dumld make it adnsabk £ar him 
to liTB ebewher^ was Bold. Carlino had alzeady left his 
raanaal woi^ at Hidhimt, and the two qient a brief time in 
LdBdon, Tisiting Iioigh Hmit and othor friends. Rnwn'a 
ehief i^iet was in leaving his long projected 'Menxtir and 
Idtetary Bemains at J(^ Keats,' unfinished and nhpab- . 
lished. It had been his great hope, particularly latterly, to 
be the biographer of his beloved friend : and this not so 
much from eagerness to be associated witli the illustrions 
poet as from a loyal regard for bis memory and genins, and 
a fear lest the work should inadequately be undertaken by 
some one else. He had, however, great confidence in 
Bichard Monckton Uilnes, and decided that he could not do 
better than leave his MSS. with him. Mr. Milnes was 
himself a man of letters, and though unfortunately be had 
never seen Keats, he was a fervent admirer both of the man 
and the poet. In two letters to Severn, addressed to him 
after bis arrival in England, in which he allades again to his 
decision to emigrate, and sets forth his reasons, he also 
relates his reasons for entrusting the Eeats ' Memoir ' to 
Honckton Hilnes, and those for bis objection to its being 
handed over to one or two other Mends and acqaaintances. 

The second is torn : the first is as follows : — 
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"Zatra Green^ 

" 2l8t March, 1841. 
-** My dear Severn, 

*' Welcome to England ! An impudent congratulation, you will say, 
from one about to go to the other hemisphere at the beginning of May. 
I knew you were coming, knew it from others, though I have been 
strangely kept in the dark by yourself. How could I well reply to your 
letter of September? Scarcely was it received, when I was cogitating 
on New Zealand ; and when I had made up my mind, and was about to tell 
you the news, I heard you were expected in England. Did I not tell you 
that your Coronation visit might come to this ? I am certain you have 
done right, not only for your wife's health, and your boy's education, but 
for your profession. You press me, with your wonted kindness, to go and 
live with you, instead of pursuing my plans. You tempt me, but I 
cannot, must not. Had I thought of such a course, while making up my 
mind to be or not to be an emigrant, I might have concluded otherwise — 
certainly I should have paused. As it is, the die is cast. Yesterday 
I took leave of Cariino, who precedes me — ^he is at present wind-bound in 
the harbour. Though chiefly for his benefit, it is fair to state that our 
going was by no means at his suggestion, for he was, at first, very averse 
to it. Of course I have weighed the consequences of this step with all the 
ability in my power, and I ought to have the credit of proper deliberation. 
You blame me; but, are you acqutdnted with the country by the best 
report, with the probable great advantages (not so much, perhaps, in 
money getting at my time of life, but in happiness), and with the scheme 
in detail or generally ? I think you are not ; for those of my friends who 
have most withstood me have known nothing — ^nay, they will confound 
one country with another, one colony with another, one purpose with 
another. Some friends of this sort have withstood me, and, indf^d, teased 
me. Do not you, my dear Severn, join them, or rather follow their 
example, for they are silent at last. There is doubtless some risk of happi- 
ness in any course a man may pursue, however promising; but as it is now 
too late, pray do not repeat your objections, because you throw a gloom 
over my cheerful hopes. Your letter, though dated on 18th, did not 
arrive till last night, when I had taken leave of Cariino. I almost wish 
you had not arrived so early, because 1 am now strongly induced to visit 
London before I go ; you need not press me to this, for my inclinations 
are of themselves enough ; you may rely on my going to see you, if I can 
get rid of business matters and other matters here in time. 

" I resolved not to leave England and carry away with me the * Life and 
Remains of Keats.' They will be confided for publication to Mr. R. M. 
Milnes, M.P., whom, I believe, you know. At the close of the ' Life ' I 
leave your letters, written at the time, copied verbatim, to tell the sad 
story of his sufferings. I have attempted to make a selection from his 
poems, but I find myself too partial to reject any, so Mr. Milnes must 
exercise his judgment on that point ; for I am well aware that a poet'n 
fame is more likely to be injured by the indiscriminate admiration of his 

O 



!■ than by liia critics. Mr. Uilnes is a poot himself, an admrrer of 
> and, in mj mind, better ablv to sit iu judgment on a selection for 

itiott than any other man I know. 

iG greater part of this letter ia for your wife as well as for yourself ; 
With mv love to her, 

"la 



Tlie two among all Keats's friends ivhom Brown thought 
best qualified — everything, from friendly intimacy lo lite- 
rary ability, considered — were John Hamilton Reynolds 
and Leigh Hunt. Either of these might have been safely 
tnisted to produce what would nt once be adequate and 
satisfactory to Keats's friends, though the elder and better 

own author could not have given so many personal 
ails, as he bad never enjoyed that varied intimacy with 

ats with which the younger was privileged. Unfortu- 

mlrly there were, in each iustance, imperative reiisons 

mat ■ooeptmoe'of ihe tnut, or ntthra against midertak- 

itB ■ooompliahment : and this apart £rom uijr action of 

utgeEaatsOTtliejealoaBill-willofHr. Dilke,uidperhf4w 
IT. Ta^or. Again, Brown wonld gladly have entnuted the 
'Memoir' to Benjamin Bailey, not only because Keata had 
loved and admired him, and that the love and admiration 
had been reciprocal, but on account of Bailey's literary 
&cnlty, scholarly taste, and poetic insight, combined with 
his very high estimate of Keats's place in our literaturt\ 
Bnt by this time Bailey, whohad won high preferment in 
the Ghorch, had gone abroad. Again, there was Charles 
Cowd^n Clarke, who doubtless would have undertaken the 
task aright, though Brown does not seem to hare thought 
of him in this connection. He did think of Edward Holmes, 
bat as a sympathetic friend rather than as a biographer. 
With all his liking for Severn as a man, admiration for him 
as an artist, and gratitude to him for his unforgetable 
services to Keats, Brown was well aware, and frankly told 
Severn, that a literary task of such importance could not 
poBsibly be entrusted to him. Nor did he consider 
Woodhonse's quidifications sufBdent. He had thought 
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of Trelawny, of whom he had a very high opinion, but 
wisely had entertained the idea only to dismiss it. There 
remained, then, only George Keats, Charles W. Dilke, and 
Mr. Taylor to be considered. The last-named was almost 
out of the question : and all lovers of Keats must rejoice 
that the work did not fall to that no doubt worthy Evan- 
gelical publisher. As for Mr. Dilke, Brown not only 
disliked him but shared Charles Lamb's opinion as to his 
lack of real discrimination and taste. Finally, the ill- 
feeling that existed between George Keats and Brown, 
particularly on the part of the latter, made an arrangement 
which would be mutually agreeable out of the question. 
Brown was prejudiced, but he was not unfair, and still less 
was he disloyal. He was willing to do what was best for 
Keats's sake, even to surrendering entirely to George Keats, 
to collaborating with or assisting even Dilke : indeed, he 
was willing to admit that his judgments both of George 
Keats and his sole English defender might be based upon 
supposition and misunderstanding rather than unfavourable 
facts, though he could not do so on the evidence before 
him. The last letter he received from Dilke annoyed him 
greatly, not so much by anything personally aflfronting as 
by the writer's arrogance, or what seemed to Brown his 
arrogance, in assuming that he knew more about Keats and 
Keats's concerns and the Keats family and circumstances 
generally than Brown, and Severn, and George Keats, and 
indeed all concerned, put together. Dilke, it may be added, 
wrote later on to Severn in somewhat the same strain. 

Brown rightly concluded that Monckton Milnes, over and 
above his literary qualiiScations, was the right man to 
whom to depute the undertaking. If he could come to an 
arrangement with George Keats, so much the better : in any 
case, he would be assured of the assistance of the more 
important members of the Keats circle. Brown wrote to 
Hunt, Holmes, and others, and also formally deputed his 
responsibility to Mr. Monckton Milnes. Mr. Milnes will- 
ingly undertook to carry out loyally his friend's wishes. 

With the death of George Keats in 1842 disappeared the 
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ehief diffienlty. OoanaeDt was in due time gained tnm his 
nidow and from Vtamj Seals, then lesictent in Madxid as 
^ irife of Sefior de Llanos, a Spanish gentleraan of bi^^ 
mental and Ijteiaqr jrttainnients. Four or ftte yean eli^aed 
before Mr. Milnes had ooUeeted from r$sikfm aonioes all Ibe 
then anilaUe infonnalion, and before hte leadJness and 
'the oooasiw ooincided. The 'life, Letten^ tmi litetazy 
Bemains' was poblii^bed in i£e aatiimn of 184&5 In Ae 
Ftafooe, from whidi a partial qootation has^ abeadj' been 
made, tiie foUowii^ frirtiier words about Btawna appear. 
^Before he left this conntry he ccmfided to my eaze all.bis 
eoilections of Eeats's writings, aoeompanied with a-iiiagiar 
pbioal notion and I engaged to nse them to the best of my 
ability for the purpose of yindicating the ^laraeter and 
adtanoing the fione of liis hononred frieiid.^t It seems 
tiiat after Brown's departure from Ei^land, ^IConekton 
Milnes was seised with sadden qnalms as to his fitness tx 
Hie task which had been entrusted to him, and tliat be 
woidd, indeed, haye resigned it after aU bnt for the earnest 
^ advice, rttong encouragement, and promised aid of Severn, 
lAo by that time had, with his fondly, amyed in London. 

* lliere may be given here Lord Houston's (R. Monckton Milnes) 
letter which was sent to Severn together with the first copy of the * life * 
which was issued. 

**'Dkab, Severn, 

" The proofs of Keats's * Life ' was sent by Moxon to Lord Jeffrey, to 
try and get him to review it for the ' Edinburgh.' This is literally the first 
copy m^ up. I did not show you the proofs, because I felt if I once 
did so to any one of Eeats's friends, and thus exposed myself to their 
eriticism, there was an end of the book, for I could not undertake to please 
them. Even Reynolds, without whom the thing could not have been 
done at all, has not seen a word in print. 

" Tours always, 

''R. M. HiLNBS. 

** P.S. — ^The book is Moxon's, not mine." 

t After acknowledgment of indebtedness to Leigh Hunt, G. Cowden 
Clarke, Reynolds, Holmes, Felton Mathew, Haslam, and Dilke, he adds : 
''I have sdready mentioned Mr. Severn, without whom I should pro- 
bably have never thought of undertaking the task, and who now offered 
me the additional inducement of an excellent portrait of his friend to 
prefix to the book : he has also in his possession a small fiiU-length of 
Keats sitting reading, which is considered a striking and characteristic 
resemblance. 
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From that time forward there is no record of Brown 
beyond the letter he wrote to Severn shortly before his 
death. No doubt he wrote several times from New Zealand, 
but none of his letters seems to have been preserved: 
strange, so far as Severn is concerned, as he had, almost 
since his first arrival in Italy, carefully kept all his friend's 
communications. 

Brown was bitterly disappointed with his experience of 
New Zealand, and in particular believed that he and 
others had been grossly deceived as to the advantages of 
New Plymouth (Taranaki), whither he had gone. Late 
in January of 1842, he wrote to Severn complainingly 
of these matters. 

" New Plymouth, Taranaki, New Zealand, 
" 22nd January, 1842. 
*' Mt deab Sbvebn, 

** The Plymouth New Zealand Ck)mpany have grievously disappointed 
us, and I intend to proceed, as soon as I can, to return to England vi& 
Sydney (as the cheapest way), perhaps leaving Carlino behind me, at least 
for a short time. Our letters, it is surmised, have been opened, and, if 
found to be unfavourable to the New Zealand Colonies, they never reach 
their destination. We now entertain better hopes of our letters, and 
should this arrive at your hands, you will be of essential service in causing 
it to be printed in the public papers as a caution to others not to put faith 
in representations made by New Zealand companies. No one letter can 
contain our grievances ; but it is enough to tell you at present that this 
place has not a port except Port Hardy, 100 or 110. miles ofif, in D'Orville's 
Island, nay, has not a roadstead, and is so dangerous to approach that, after 
wrecks and various disasters, sbifm no more attempt it, and we are left 
imsupplied, possibly, at last, to live on the fern root, which would soon 
kill me. I was promised a Fort by the Company for my money, and I 
intend to protest against receiving any sections of land on this coast, and 
to bring an action against the Company for their non-fulfilment of the 
contract between us, I claiming a return of my money paid to them, 
together with every expense to which I have been put, and damages of all 
sorts which the law will allow. In the meantime, though much injured 
in * mind, body, and estate,' I shall not be a pauper, and, looking at your 
hearty invitation just before I quitted England, it is my intention, should 
my health and time of life permit me outlive the voyage, to offer myself 
at your threshhold as your guest, — at any rate, for a moderate period. 
My health and strength are certainly improved since last month, when I 
feared I was irretrievably sinking under my grievances ; but since that 
time I happily discovered a document from the Company, perhaps inad- 
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vertently granted to me, though a very conmioa one, and ihat eeenis to 
promise me the lullest JQEticc. Without it, 1 had not soytSiing but verb&l ~ 
promises, verbal representations — ^wliicb are nothing in a iega! point of 

" Think of our being compelled to tske shipping to go to our Port ! tfas 
impudence of such an attempt to fulfil a ronimcl is scarcely imaginable. 
But I have proof that my sectiung of laud were engagM to be at the Port 
of New Plymouth. Acconiiiigly I demand to be conveyed to Port Hivniy 
(the declared Port), and there to take any sections of land ; but first the 
Company must carry land thither, as it i« little more tfaaa a naked, steep 
rock ; enough of land, at lea&t, for our 201 acres : but though 1 expressed 
our williugness, at a pubUc meeting, to go thither, no answer was i«tumed, 
all looking aghast at the uiiex[>ecled thongh reasonable turn 1 gare (» 
their discuEsion 3.1 to the best mcstiA lo be adopted for obtainiug a Port. 

Oidina, I ua glad to mj, b wdl and in good ^rfiiti. I bmn wiUtaa 
■ndt of mj 'Now Zealand Bnaihookf not 'New Ztaland QvidK,* 
fcnBm I flaoBot eooacioDtioaaly guide any mo to H. 

■* BanMBibariBa moat Undlj to Hta. Serm, md 

« Beliera nw, onr jam tnifr. 



The hffpe exptesaed in this letter, of again aemng SeTem 
in England, was not to be fiUfiUed. £ie Iwg he wae orer* . 
ooDie hy another and moie aenoni apopleotic fit, uliieh 
ptoTed&taL* 

Thoa died, in comparatiTo isolation and- disappointment, 
one of the kindest and most genial of men, beloved by 
nearly a\\ who knew him, the most Intimate of all tbe friends 
of E.eatB till tbe poet went to Italy ou the hazard of life. 
On bis grave in distant New Zealand one may believe that, 
among the tall grasses which surround it, are a few ever- 
green leaves &om tbe laurel-wreath of tbe illostrions 
friend whom he loved so deeply, and to whose memory be 
was so scmpulonsly loyal.t 



Shortly after his arrival in England with his £unily, 

* His BOD, Mr. Charles Brown (" Carlino "), remuned iu New Zealand, 
and became a prosperous colonist. 

t The leader interested in Charles Brown should turn to the lettMSof 
Alfred Domett and Jno. Geo. Cooke, particularly the second, quoted at 
pp. 262 and 264, pwl. 
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Severn took up residence at 21, James Street, Bucking- 
bam Gate: At first, however, he found accommodation at 
a house in Burlington Gardens, and it was there that he 
received the following le|;ter from Mr. Dilke, in reply to one 
from him concerning the Keats * Memoir.' The truth of the 
matter seems to be that Mr. Dilke acted, throughout, the 
part of one who would neither do a thing himself nor allow 
any one else to do it. In any case, it is a matter for 
<^'ongratulation that he " had not sufficient leisure to attend 
to anything " of the kind. 

** 9, Lower Orosvenor Placff 

** Sunday Evening. 1841. 
*' Deab Sib, 

" 1 forward a dozen copies of the paper on Fresco. I am not even sore 
that in my haste last night I thanked you for your intention of sending 
me a second. Such papers are welcome, aud I think serviceable to the 
good cause. If you will let me know befureband what number of copies 
you would wish to have, they shall be reserved and sent. I have directed 
the printer to return the MS., and will then add the address of George 
Keats in Louisville^ Kentucky. Your note touched on other matters to 
which I was unwilling to reply on the spur of the moment. I have no 
doubt Mr. Milnes will do justice to the subject : — whether a stranger can 
do justice to the man is a question open to consideration. I have never 
seen Brown's ' Memoir,' but the spirit of it was foreshadowed in his letter, 
and that led to a quarrel — the ' be all and the end all ' of which was a 
refusal on my part to reply elaborately to sixteen pages of charges against 
George, conjured up out of the ambiguous givings-out of poor John, and 
George's letters, who had intentionally mystified his brother for the peace 
and quiet of his vexed and wearied spirit. You may say how could 1 
know this — do I pretend to know more of Keats's afi'airs than Keats 
himself ! Yes, I assuredly kuow more than all the Keats [sic] put together. 
How I acquired my knowledge would be a tedious story. It cost me 
years of anxiety, the benefit of which Miss Keats had and enjoys, and even 
George benefited by it, the only one amoug them that affected to be a 
man of business, having given his guardian a receipt in fulL To be sure. 
Brown promised further to vindicate John from the attacks in the ' Quar- 
terly ' and * Blackwood ' — then [thus ?] to drag his memory through the 
mire that had poisoned his living existence.* As if the fact that an 
edition of his works were called for a quarter of a ceutury after he had 
been laid in his grave, was not viudication enough. As if the monument 



* This does not seem as though Dilke knew more than all the Keats 
circle. Brown, no more than Keats himself, would have fallen into the 
mistake of supposing that the ' Quarterly ' and * Black vvood ' " poisoned 
the poet's existence.'^ 



! 




me noiild be more geuinl in ita iofiuenc^s if built up with tLe 
M had bwn burled at his liviug head. As to Grorgo 1 have no 
lat he would, ou proper repreBantation, forward Mr, Milnes's 
id bold himself obliged. Years since I bftd full power Irom bim 
Tor the copjrrght ot his brother's works, and he was most annooa 
DQt a handsome edition and sacrifice the cost if necessary. I fear 
uit I alone am respoDsible that no such edition was pulllshed. I 
had bat little leisure at the time to attend to anything', and there 
sclions which do not perhaps now exist. These facta I state iu 
I George KeaUi, for such has of late years been the diearmngement 
American afTairs, that be may nut now have it in bis power to do 
be was then most anxious for. Qe must, howevi^r, be writica to by 
.^ out ~ T.-"- — '^ - has confidence, for he does^feel that he bas been 
i!y Ireati lilo called on, and Tery properly, to pay every 

; of bis broiner's debts, which indeed he entered into legal engage- 
to do at a time when be never hoped to receive a shilling from bis 
r's estAt«, he nerer received book, letter, paper — no, not so much 
'" lid volume or a refnse sheet that had belonged to his brother. I 
«i tbeao facts because Louisville is not beyond the twopenny post, 
' loo far for explanation and rejoinders. If you mean to write younelT 
re no doubt ha would bo happy to bear from you, because 1 know that 
grateful ibr your kiudness to his brother— but I doubt if he would bo 
[ municalive to strangers. 

uld be happy to enter more freely inio this subject oould you 
nur me with a call — or I would visit Burlington Gardens if I thought 
lely that I should find you disengaged. 

" 1 am, my deilr fir, 

" Yours tmly, 

" C. W. UlLKB." 

One of tlie last acts of Severn before lie left Boiiie was to 
pay a farewell visit to the grave of Keats. He expected to 
find no one at that solitary spot, and at that unusual honr^ 
but to his surprise he saw two young people, evidently 
lovers and as evidently English, kneeling (band in hand)- 
and kissing the earth where lay the dust of the poet they 
loved so well, and for whom they sorrowed so reveieutiolly. 
He did not distotb them, or advance : hut, from his vantage^ 
made a rapid sketch of the scene. 

The painting irom this sketch was the first pictme — 
apart from commissioned canvases on hand — which be 
made after be had settled down to his new English life. 
' At the Grave of Keats ' received as chief title the simpl» 
but significant word : Fame. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

Severn's life in London — Eeats's dying bequest to Severn — The West- 
minster cartoons — Letters from Mr. Gladstone and Mary Shelley — 
Portraits of Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Monckton Milnes — Death of 
Haslam — ^Letter from Venice from Mr. Buskin — Letter from *' Geo. 
GK)rdon Byron** — Severn's frescoes and other art-work — Letter from 
Mr. Buskin about Christian art — Severn's * Folio- AdonMs ' — The 
vacant Consulship at Borne — Correspondence — Severn appointed 
Consul — Letters from Mr. Buskin. 

Fob nearly twenty years there is little to chronicle of 
Severn's life. From 1841 to the end of 1860 he enjoyed 
an uneventful and industrious art-life in London, occupying^ 
himself otherwise almost solely with domestic and social 
interests, and, ever and again, with various literary under- 
takings. At no time a good correspondent, though so 
often the recipient of letters, he seems to have had little 
intercourse with his friends in Italy, except by short notes 
and casual messages ; nor do they appear to have been much 
more communicative during his long stay in London. The 
death of Charles Brown was a shock to him, though he had 
been so far prepared for it by his friend's several serious 
illnesses. Since Keats, he had intimately known and loved 
no one so much. In a note to Charles Eastlake he says that 
he feels as though his sense of youth had gone for ever,, 
with the death of that dear friend and comrade. 

But, of course, he had many interests in London, apart 
from those all-absorbing ones which he formed in his studio. 
He was delighted to see his own people again; to meet 
some of the friends whom he had known in those days when 
the young poet had fraternised with the young painter, 
and had gone together to look at the Elgin Marbles, or for 
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loDg walks into "llie greening" (us Keats once exclaimed 
the country in spring should be called), or bad sat in the 
low sitting-room at Hamjwtead and discussed Spenser, 
Sbokespere, and Milton ; and glad also to resnme ac- 
quaintanceships made in Rome and elsewhere in Italy. He 
bad already won, in Rome, the friendship of 3Ir. Euskin. 
Every reader of ' Praeterita ' will remember the author's 
account of bow he first came upon Severn and George 
Richmond, at the former's house in the ^'ia Raaella, when 
he visited Rome in 1840; and his delightful reminiscences 
of Severn at that period. And now, in London, the latter 
always found a hearty wcliiome at the house of Sir. Ruskin, 
senior, at Denmark Hill. He saw much of Eastlake, Uwias 
and other fellow-artists, and, as he remarks later in a 
journal, was continually being surprise4 at meeting with, 
or being called upon by, peraons who sought or were glad 
to encounter the man who hud been the intimate friend 
of Keats, and iu whose arms the poet had died. There was 
literally not a year of his life, in the close on sixty years 
which followed the death of Keats, wherein he had not 
cause to congratulate himself on having accompanied the 
dying j>oet to ItJily, and to fed half jwrplexedly grateful 
to tlie abiding influence of bis dead friend. 

"'It seetuB to mc tbat lib bve and ^nitituds havo never ceased to 
quicken with cool dews the spriogB of my life,' he wrote to WUIUm 
Haal&m: '1 owe almost everyiUing to him, my best friends a« well 
u my srlistic prosperity, my general tutppiDes* as well aa my best 

inspiratjoDa He turned to mo suddenly on one occasion, 

and, looking fixedly at me a lung while uith a fiery life in his eyts, 
painfully large and glowing ont of his hollow woe-wrought £aoe, said, 
'Severn, I bequeath ta ycu all the juy and prosperity I have never bad.' 
I thought onr poor friend was waudering again; and soothed him 
gently. 'This is the last Christmas 1 shall erer see — that I ever want 
to see,' he raid Tehemently, an hour later, and as though no iaterral 
had elapsed; 'but you will cee many, and he happy. It would be a 
second death for me if I knew tbst your goodness now was your loss 
heteafl«r.' ... I have often remembered these words, and olheta he 
oft«n B^d to me, and I do believe that the dear fellow hat neotr ceaieti to 
hdp m«. I thank God I am so happy aa to live to see his growing fame. 
It will be to my lasting honour to be bound up with him. I send you 
ao MS. with this, and Bromi's letter. You may not have heard that 
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youug 6. [rown] is uot coming back ; so you can write to hiin at New 
Plymouth, Taranaky, as you Buggest." . . . 

In the first part of this letter, dated the 24th, Severn 
speaks of his ardent hope of success in the Westminster 
Oartoons competition ; and added incidentally that he was 
fortunate in having the friendship of Mr. Gladstone : 

''I am honoured in having won the friendly regard of this eminent 
statesman, a man who is as great and worthy in himself as he ever can 
hQ in politics. He is the latest, though probably not the last of the 
men of eminence who have in the first instance been attracted to me on 
account of their interest in Keats." At the end of the letter he adds : 
''* I am rejoiced to be able to tell you that I have just received a letter 
from Mr. Gladstone, assuring me of the success of my cartoon. This 
elates me greatly, and I am encouraged to hope that there is a future 
for historical art in this country alter all — besides being relieved at my 
necessarily improved prospects, a change of vital importance to me now 
with my growing fEimily and heavy responsibilities." * 

This competition for one of the commissions to paint 
the Westminster frescoes was one of the most exciting 
episodes in Severn's life after his return to England from 
Borne. 

But here, for the sake of chronological sequence, room 
may be found for the following letter from Mary Shelley. 
It affords further evidence of the artistic side of that 
remarkable woman's nature : 



* Severn preserved this and several other letters from Mr. Gladstone. 

« 13, C\arlton\ H{pwe\ Terrace^ 

** June 24th, '43 (Night). 
•**Mt dear Sir, 

" Mr. Rogers dined with me this evening, and hearing that the judges 
had to-day been engaged in passing sentence on the cartoons, I ventured 
to ask how one, which ha<l for its subject the Princess Eleanor drawing 
the poison from the wound of Kdward in the Holy Land, had been con- 
sidered to stand. He told me that I had better not tell him whose it 
was, but that I might mention to the artist who drew it, that according 
to the sentence of all the judges— except Lord Lansdowne, who had not 
yet seen the cartoons — it was in the numl)erof the successful and selected. 
It gave me very great pleasure indeed to learn this, and I am anxious, in 
€ase it should not have already reached you, to lose no time in making it 
known. 

" I remain, my dear Sir, 

" ilost faithfully yours, 

" W. E. Gladstootb.* 



^K SM 




Suf A'tun Ctichi). Xo. SJtuede Cliehy, a Paris. 

I5lii Dec, 1813. 
Mr. Sevebn, 

" It is some months now since, Viilh the deepest regret, I left Italj. I 

■n in England Kince, and continaally intended seeing you ; hot, atA 

Qg in LotiduD, I have not been able. I am now oatne over here 

in KiDvf weeliE. U'hea I relura 1 shall hasten to see you and Hre. Severn. 

■^n never eiprtas how much obliged I was tu you both for the letten 

1 nnt to me for your acquaintances at Home, who showed their respect 

'Oil and their own i^oodness by the very great attentions they paid me. 

id hoped to spend this very winter in the Eternal City, but I miut 

. for other days before I revisit iL I now write to you on a Bohject 

1-hioh 1 am much interested. I ahall be truly obliged to jou if yen 

wiii consider it and give me counsel and information. Do you know the 

picture of "ntian — the ' Woman taken in Adultery ' — did you ever see it ? 

it wat in the GUlIeria CaJderam at Mihm : the print at least you know, 

made from it by Anderlooi (Cotnaghi, the printselter, haa an impression). 

Is it not the second best of that ailmirable master ? Ilie ' Amutnption ' 

being Ihe beat ? Is it not worth a Tcry largo price ? Would it not be M) 

eicvllent thing that our National Gallery should possess it ? A Milaims 

nobleman poaeesse? it, tvbo does not consider himself rich enough to retain 

a (opo (fDpeni of such great value, and wishes to sell it. Be expects to 

rec^ve, of course, several thousand pounds. It is established genuine by 

incontestable evidence, and is in excellent preservation. In size it is 

deven feet by five. How cuuld it be brought before the cousideraUon of 

those who might propose it lu Government for the Nalional Gallery? 

Or indeed what Is the right way tu brinj it before the conaideration of 

Government? The difGculty seems to be that the jactura is at Milan. 

To bing it away will cost some hundred pounds, and its possessor wishes, 

before he spends these, to have knowledge of how far it is probable that 

it can be sold in England. As far as I can judge by the print, and as 

far as I know the value of so great a work of Titian, it seems to me that 

we English ought to puasess it, and that our Kational Gallery, not over 

rich in first-rate puniings, would acquire great glory from possessing this 

one. Its ori^naUty is, I am told, incontestable. Let me have a line of 

advice, and telling me your ideas on the subject, as soon as yon can. 

" Ever yours, 

"Makt Sbellet." 

Between 1848 and 1850, Severn painted, among others, 
portraits of Mt. Gladstone and Mr. Monckton Milnes. In a 
brief (undated) note from Thomas Collins, it is stated that 
Mr. Mote would be eutmsted with the engraving of the 
portrait of Mr. Gladstone. 

Early in 1851 he heard with great regret of the death of 
William Haslam, the friend who had introduced him to 
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Keats some six and thirty years before, and for whom the 
poet had always expressed a great regard. In a letter 
written 9th February, 1852, by Mary Haslam, his wife, it is 
stated that he broke down under the heavy pressure of 
business and financial embarrassments, but that ''his end 
was peace." He died on the 28th of March, 1851. His 
lister, whom Keats seems to have known also, was living 
in Paris in 1876. 

Most of Severn's correspondence for the next fifteen years 
is of a merely casual and uninteresting kind. Far and 
away the most interesting and remarkable letter which he 
received was from Mr. Ruskin, shortly after the author of 
* Modem Painters ' had gone to Venice in 1843. Students 
of Mr. Buskin's work will note the suggestive fact that so 
early as 1843 he wrote exactly as one might anticipate 
his writing in any of his latter years. The letter was in 
answer to one from Severn (whom he had come to know 
through George Bichmond ; in the first instance., in common 
with Mr. Erskine of Linlathen, the Duke of Bedford, Mr. 
Gladstone, and others, because of the interest of Severn's 
association with Keats) telling him of the writer's success 
in the Cartoon competition for the Westminster frescoes : 

" Venice^ 
« My dear Sib, " Sept. 21st (1845 ?), 1843. 

" I am sure you will excuse my not having answered your kind letter 
before, when I tell you that I have been altogether unhinged by the 
condition in which 1 have found YeDice, and that every time I stir out 
of doors I return too insensible to write or almost to speak to any odc. 
But I cannot longer defer expressiDg my sincere gladness at your well 
deserved success, and my sympathy in all the enthusiasm of your hopes, 
so far as regards your own aims and prospects, and I am also glad for the 
sake of our national honour, that you are to be one of its supporters. 
But with your hopes for the elevation of EugUsh art by means of fresco, 
I cannot sympathise. I have not the remotest hope of anything of the 
kind. It is not the material nor the space that can give us thoughts, 
passions, or powers. I see on our Academy walls nothing but what is 
ignoble in small pictures, and would be disgusting in large ones. I never 
hear one word of genuine feeling issue from any one's mouth but yours, 
and the two Eichmonds', and if it did, I don't believe the public of the 
present day would understand it. It is not the love oi fresco that we 
want : it is the loye of Grod and his creatures; it is humility, and charity. 



.i. eaial, and fasting, and pnyer, it is s total cban^ of chsncter, 

Eoore faith flJid le»» reasoning, less atrength and more trust. 

er n-uit walls, nor plaster nor colours — pi nt/ail rwn a raffaire 

3lto and GbirlaDdsjo nod Augelico that ;au want, aad that yiU 

nust want, anlJl thia digguaiiog lUDcteeiith ceniuiy baa, I can't 

_.ded, bat Etenmed, its last. You waot a Berious bre of art iu 

e, and a faithful love of art in the artist, not a desire to be » 

to dine with the Queen : and you want Bumething like dec«Qt 

in tbe Academy itself, good training of the thoughts, not of tbc 

id good inpouring of knowlirdge, not of knocks. Sever tell, iir 

«. tell, jour lauk^cockncy, leadcQ-hended pupil what great art U, 

■ake a great man of him, and he'll find out. And a pretty way, by 

T, Mr. ~ nbe takes to leach our British public a love of the ri^lit 

g, going auu bnying a disguBling, rubbishy, good'for-nothing, bad- 

everything Kubctis, and two brutal Guidoa, when we haven't got a 

ugino to bless ourselves with. But it don't matter, not a stran'ii 

aace. I see what the world is coming to. We ehall put it into a 

umonr of railroad, and then everybody will go everywhere erery 

_ntiJ every place is like every other place, nnd then when they are 

iL of changing Hlations and police, they will congrcgatjj in knots in 

"t cities, which will consist of cluh-housts, coSee-houses, and newspaper 
OS ; the churches will be turned into assembly rooms ; and people will 
cat, sleep, and gamble to their Kravts. 

" It isn't of any use to try and di> anything for such ou age as tbiit. 
W« are a difiereut race altogether from the men of old time; we live in 
drawing-rooma instead of deacrti ; and work by tbe light of cbandeliers 
instead of volcanoes. I have been perfectly prostrated these two or three 
dajs back by my tirat acq i: a in lance wiih Tiuturct ; but tiieo I feel aa if I 
. had got introduced to a being from a planet a million of milee neuer the 
SOD, not to a mere earthly painter. Aa for our liitle bits of B.A.'3 colling 
theiuselTM patera, it ought to be stopped directly. One might make a 
moeaic of ILA.'s, perhaps ; with a good magnifying gUaa, big enough for 
Tiotoret to stand with one leg upon. . . . (SepL 29th), if he balanced 
himself like a gondolier. 

"I thought the mischief was chiefly confined to the architecture here, 
but Tintoret is going quite aa fast. The Emperor of Anstria is his George 
Bobins. I went to the Scnola di Sat Rocco the other day, in heavy rain, 
and found the floor half under water, from large pools from droppings 
through the pietum on the ceiling, not through the sides or mouldings, 
hut the iMctares tbemselvea. They won't take core of them, nor sell 
them, nof let anybody take care of them. 

" I am glad to hear that the aubjects of our frescoes are to be selected 
from poets instead of biatorians; but I don't like the aelection of poets. 
I think in a national work one ought not to allow any appeannoe of 
Acknowledgment of irreligious principle, and we ought to adect those 
poets chiefly who have beat illustrat«d English character or have con- 
tributed to form the prevailing tones of the English mind. Byrm and 
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Shelley I think inadmissible. I should substitute Wordsworth, and 
Keats or Coleridge, and put Scott instead of Pope, whom one doesn't want 
with Dryden. I think the ' Ancient Mariner ' would afford the highest 
and most imaginative method of touching on England's sea character. 
From Wordsworth you get her pastoral and patriarchal character, from 
Scott her chivalreaque ; I don't know what you would get from either 
Dryden or Pope, but I suppose you must have owe of them. However, 
anything is better than history, the most insipid of subjects. One often 
talks of historical painting, but I mean religious always, for how often 
does one see a picture of history worth a straw ? I declare I cannot at 
this instant think of any one historical work that ever interested me. 

*' I beg your pardon very much for this hurried sulky scrawl, but 
conceive how little one is fit for when one finds them covering the marble 
palaces with stucco and painting them in stripes I 

'* Allow me again to thank you .exceedingly for your kind letter, and, 

to express my delight at the good news it contains, and believe me, with 

compliments to Mrs. Severn, 

" Ever most truly yours, 

" J. RUSKIN." 

Although the following letter from an unknown corre- 
spondent is of considerably later date than that of Mr. 
Baskin just quoted, it may for convenience' sake be giyen 
at this place. Its date is somewhat uncertain. At first 
sight the year seems plainly to be 1826; but as Byron 
was bom in 1788, it is obvious that he could not have had 
a son old enough to act as his biographer two years after 
his death in 1824. Though it is difficult to see in the for- 
mation of the third figure any resemblance to 4, the letter 
probably was written in 1846, if for no other reason than 
that it is addressed to Severn in London, when he was 
living at 21, St. James Street, Buckingham Gate, whereas 
in 1826 and 1836 he was in Bome. It is possible, but 
unlikely, that it may have been written in 1856. It 
caused the recipient no slight astonishment* 

" 2, King Street, Greenwich, 

"June 22nd [1846?]. 
"Sib, 

" I will not venture to oflfer an apology for the liberty of addressing 

you, permit me to hope that the motive will serve as an excuse. I am 

engaged at present in writing a life of the late Lord Byron, in a chapter of 

* The ' Life of Byron * is by no means apocryphal, I imderstand ; 
though the MS. has not yet come to light, and perhaps never will. 
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which I speak of poor Keats ; and to you as the friend and companion of the 
poet I would now appeal for such information and facts as you may have 
treasured np in your memory. I am a great admirer of Keats as a poet 
and as a man, and I shall with great pleasure receive the new editions of 
his writings, which Mr. Monckton Milnes, if I am not misinformed, is at 
present preparing. During my stay at Rome I frequently bent my steps 
to the tombs of Keats and P. B. Shelley — those twin-brothers of mis- 
fortune and disappointment — and well might a poet wish to find such a 
last resting-place. I have longed to possess a memorial of Keats — ^may I 
hope I shall not appear too presuming or selfish, if, in the ardour of 
acquisition, I even make bold to say tliat I shall value highly any 
record however trivial of your friend ? The memc^ of Keats is almost 
as dear to me as that of Byron, and how dear that is to my heart you will 
conceive when I tell you (ihis in confidence) I am the son of the author 
of ' Childe Harold.' Anticipating your pardon for this intrusion, I remain 

witff' great respect, Sir, 

** Your ol^ient and himible servant, 

" Geo. GrOBDON Byron." 

The following letter is interesting, though the second 
sheet is missing and the writer is still unknown. All 
enquiries at the British Museum Library and elsewhere 
have failed to discover the " art-novel Titian " or its author- 
ship. When the Severn MSS. came into the present writer's 
hands, this letter was one of a packet of notes from Mr. 
Gladstone, to whose penmanship, moreover, it might readily 
be attributed. No doubt " Titian " will come to light some 
(lay : or, at any rate, the writer of this note be discovered. 
I do not think that the resemblance of Keats's features to 
those of Cobden have been noticed by any one else. 

" Oxford, 

" April 15th, 1844. 
" Dear Sib, 

" I have been so much occupied since I had the pleasure of 

receiving your note, that I could not earlier acknowledge it. I now 

must thank you for so promptly and kindly writing to me. I am 

gratified at finding that my conjecture was correct, and that you were 

the Mr. Severn whose kindness soothed the dying moments of poor 

Keats. I was a lad when he died, but recollect being struck then with a 

sense of the injustice done him. The first poem of his I ever read was the 

sonnet on first reading Chapman's * Homer,' and that made me eager to 

read more. Next I fell in with the * Ode to a Grecian Urn/ and some 

time elapsed before I met that glorious * Ode to a Nightingale,' which I 

thought then, as now, one of the finest things in the language. After 
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tluH, and when I could fully understaad them, I read ' Endymion,' 
« Lamia,' • Isabella,' • The Eve of St. Agnes,' and « The Hyperion.' The 
two last, I fancy more than all the rest. 

" Mr. Taylor, who was his publisher (32, Up\xjr Gower Street), shewed 
me his bust and several portraits. You will be surprised at the likeness 
between these and that most poetical matter-of-fact man, Mr. Gobden. 

*' Perhaps you have seen Mr. Cobden, if so. the feature-resemblance and 
the expression-likeness must have struck you. 

*' If I had not felt deep interest in the personal history of John Eeats, 
perhaps I should not have written my art-novel, * Titian.' That book 
exhibits the struggles of a gifted mind — almost crushed by wrong, 
neglect, and evil fortune. One part of the preface to ' Endymion ' I 
quoted (* there is not a fiercer hell than the failure in a great object '), and 
I preferred making a painter my hero, because it would have been 
difficult to exhibit the struggles of a man of letters,— because in Titian's 
case I could wind up with ultimate success, — and because the time, scene, 
and personages were more susceptible of being picturesquely treated than 
if I had a modern sceue and person. 

*' But I need not take up this sheet with the intention of writing about 
my own doings. You may see, however, " 

Severn, however, with all his regard for Mr. Kuskin's 
judgment, was not to be dissuaded from the desire to paint 
frescoes. Naturally, he was the more eager to undertake 
remunerative work of this kind on account of his waning 
prosperity. He found that he could not sell pictures so 
readily as before; to some extent, no doubt, from the 
greater supply and relatively less demand in London 
beyond what he had experienced in Eome. He was glad 
when he had one or two, even one commissioned picture 
on hand. He even thought of resuming his old stand-by, 
miniature painting ; but he soon ascertained that minia- 
ture portraits were no longer the vogue. It was with 
eager goodwill, therefore, that he availed himself of ever}" 
opportunity for decorative painting. His iHost important 
undertaking of the kind was under the patronage of the 
Countess of Warwick. 

On the 24th of September he wrote to his mother : 

" I am engaged in painting two large fresco-pictures, in many respects 
the most important works I have ever done, as they are the first examples 
in England of architecture being decorated with pictures in this style, 
and also in that it is the first real opportunity I have ever had of producing 
such things. The Countess of Warwick is my liberal patroness, and 

P 




iMB five monllis in the year. She recrived tlie [ilace, a gift Troni 

J, the late Lord Monson, who died at the early age of twenty-five. 

^S41. He had partly built this cnagniSoent hall in imitalioa of 

ing »t Rome, and Ilie building has remained unfinished erer 

^ leliuB, the grcHt German painter, was to Uaxe done wli»i 1 ant 

_.nw.- but Lord AEonson'i (ieath changed the plan, and ao it has, 

ntil PitivldrncH has placed it iu my hands that I may dia- 

^yKeir rrnd get ample empli^mEUt in this my fitvourite way. 

Lady Warwick are very kind to me, and althou^ I was a 

go. M them till a month ago, yet 1 am treated as a triend. There 

lo biiunds 10 the praises they bestow on my progrestsing work, even 

the first outlines." 

long the more important i^tnres in oils painted by 
Si.>ern during this period, mtution shoiUd be made ut 
' The C'anipagna of Kome ' (bought by Mr. Gludstonc) : 
two Roman-life pieces, for Sir ' harles Lamb; 'The Lust 
Days of Pompeii ' (Baroness Eraye) ; ' Endymion asleep 
on Latmos,' the features resembling those of Eeats (Mr. 
Elliott); 'The VUia d'Este at Tivoli,' and *The Lake of 
Albano ' (Major Riehanl Sykes — who purchased at least 
four pictures from ScTern) ; ' The LaJie of Nemi, from 
Nemi' (Sir E, Vaughan); 'The Lake of Nemi, from 
Genzano ' (?) ; * Binaldo Reposing ' (Sir Thomas D, 
Acland); a larger and slightly enbauceii rendering of 
* The Praying Girl/ called ' The Praying Woman and 
Child ' (Louisa, Lady Ashburton) ; and ' The Talisman " 
(Her Majesty Qneen Victoria). 

Subsequently he undertook some book and magazine' 
illustrating work, though he did nothing of any mark 
in this genre,' In 1853 he was inyited to contribate one 
or two drawings on wood to the first illustrated editioik 
of the ' Proverbial Philosophy.' 

The example of hie friend. Sir Charles Eastlake, and 
the more immediate influence of two books, Mr. Ituskin's 
' Modem Painters ' (Vol. II.) and Lord Lindsay's ' Sketche» 
of the History of Christian Art,' led Severn in 1847 and 
the ensuing years to devote much of his spare time to 
literary composition. Iu connection with Lord Lindsay's 
book the following words by Mr. Buskin will be read with 
the greatest interest. They occur in a letter written by 
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him to Severn early in 1847, in reply to one concerning 
the state of religious art in England.* 

" What you say of the want of feeling for Religious Art in England is 
too true, but happily it exists more among the Artists than the Public. 
There is a violent current of feeling turned that way at present, and I 
anticipate much from Lord Lindsay's forthcoming book. Produce any- 
thing we shall not, at present, but I fully anticipate seeing the Garracds 
and Murillos and Carlo Dolcis, and coarse copies of Titian and Rubens, 
and all the tribe of the potsherd paiuters, and drunkard painters, cleared 
out one by one from our Gralleries; their places supplied by Angelico, 
Francia, and Perugino— so far as the works of these great men are 
rescuable from the grasping apathy of the Italians, who hold them fast as 
a dead man holds what was once near his heart, though it is no use to 
him now. You may regret the state of things in England, but in Italy 
it is something frightful. With us it is ignorance and bad teaching: 
with them a mortal corruption of the whole mind. But there is one 
element in the English mind, which will, I fear, keep it from doing any- 
thing very pure in art — ^its consciousness of the ridiculous. So long as a 
painter dreads giving a ludicrous idea — so long as he feels himself in 
danger of laughing, or mocking at anything — so long he is always 
tumbling on the other side, and losing sight of Truth in the effort to be 
sublime — ^losing sight of that genuine, heartfelt, faithful, loving realiza- 
tion, which is the soul of Religious Art. Now the state of Italy at the 
time of her greatest art, was something to put laughing nearly out of the 
question. Battles like Montiaperto or Meloria — governors like Eccelino— 
kings like Charles of Aiijou — keep the comers of peoi)le's mouths down 
wonderfully : and at the time of the great burst of Florentine intellect — 
at the time of Dante — the <:reat representation of all the brightest 
qualities of the Italian mind — ^tho public and private suffering and 
exertion was so great, that I should hardly think a man in Florence ever 
smiled. The portrait of Dante, which has been drawn with extreme love 
and faithfulness by Giotto, and which is beyond all comparison the 
finest example of that master I have ever seen, is in its quiet, earnest, 
determined, gentle sadness, the very type of the spirit of the good men of 
his time (and in his time men were either very good, or very bad) ; it is, 
the ' sad-wise valour, the brave complexion, which leads the van and 
swallows up the cities.' But you cannot conceive a smile on such a face 
(and the Italians, even in their degradation, retain this peculiar incapacity, 
they seem insensible to the ridiculous). Hence you will find, in all the 
works of the time, a fervent desire to put pure truth before you, by 
whatever means, or image it can be suggested. When Dante tells you 
that the Head of Ugolino was in Hell so above that of the Archbishop 

* For Mr. Ruskin's estimate of Lord Lindsay's work, vide 'The 
Quarterly Review ' for June, 1847 : ** The Eagle's Nest," p. 49 : and 
'* Val d'Amo," p. 199, where he writes of Lord Lindsay as ' his first master 
in Italian art.' * 

p 2 
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Ruggieri that the one seemed to he hat to the other, he has eTidently 
not the slightest idea or fear of making you smile. His own feeling? are 
too intense and serious to admit of any the slightest d^radation by 
the image^ and he says just what will make you understand the position 
of the heads thoroughly. And so always : the souls meet and kiss in 
Purgatory, [come] 8* ammuM V una can Paltra formica — Fone a tpiar lor 
via — e lor fortuna. Guido Guinicelli plunges into the fire, come per 
V acqua Upesce undando al/ondo. To anybody who has ever seen an ant 
or a fish, these images explain the whole thing in a moment; but a 
modem poet would be mighty shy of such. Now the moment you can 
sweep away all conventionalities, and manners, and fears, and give to an 
Artist this fervent desire to tell the pure truth — and such intensity of 
feeling as dreads no mockery — that moment you lay the foundation of a 
great Art : and so long as you have artists who think of what will be 
sdd, or who struggle to get something higher and better than God*s 
great truth, so long all you bring will be foam. It is inconceivable 
how much this single defect in the English character prevents us and 
pulls us back. A defect I call it : for I conceive there is nothing 
ridiculous in the World. There is too much of the pitiable and the 
melancholy ever to leave room for the ridiculous, and the tendency to 
turn serious things into jests is a plague spot in us, which hardens us 
and degrades us. George Herbert has it ' the witty man laughs least — 
for wit is news only to ignorance.' Give a man a quick sense of all that 
pollutes, of all that is 'earthy, sensual, devilish,' and no sense of that 
which is to the vulgar laughable, and you will have a pure art Till you 
can do this there will be little done in England." 

Severn projected a series of lectures upon the great 
Italian artists, thoufjli he does not seem to have actually 
written any, with the exception of a fragmentary paper 
upon Raphael. He set hiniself to the task of continuing 
a romance of the time of Titian's residence in Rome, 
in which the great artist phiys a background part, begun 
in Rome in 1839 under the title ' The Dead Hand,' but 
ultimately intended for publication as ' Love's Trium- 
virate.' Besides this ambitious undertaking, he wrote one 
or two short stories ; a series of ' Imaginary Letters of the 
Great Painters and their Contemporaries: Intended to 
illustrate the theorj' of the application of Art to other 
things, and of the Extraneous Influences that affect Great 
Art ' (1848) ; one or two short essays on fresco painting ; 
and miscellaneous papers upon art-subjects. 

In the main, however, Severn's literary work was done 
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within the fifteen years following his return to Borne in 1861, 
as British Consul. The only published writing of his that 
is widely known — indeed, with the exception of a short 
story called * The Pale Bride/ his sole publication — is the 
article in the ^Atlantic Monthly' for 1863, so familiar to 
all £eats students under its title 'On the Vicissitudes 
of Keat«'s Fame/ The great wish of his latter years was 
to see the publication of what he called his 'Adonais' 
Yolume, which was a folio edition of the ' Adonais,' with 
annotations and notes, to be illustrated after specially 
made designs by himself and his two artist-sons Walter and 
Arthur. The lines selected by Severn for his commentary, 
or as his texts for occasionally lengthy notes, are these : 

** Till the future dares 
Forget the past" 

'* The third among the sons of light." 

" Most musical of mourners, weep anew.** 

" But now thy youngest, dearest one, has perished, 
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew 
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished 
And fed with true love's tears, instead of dew." 

"To that hi^h Capital where Kingly Death 
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay 
He came and bought with price of purest breath 
A grave among the Eternal. . . ." 

" Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my heart ? — 
Thy hopes are gone before : from all things here 
They have departed ; thou shouldst now depart." 

and, finally, the last stanza, ending — 

" The soul of Adonais, like a star. 
Beacons from the abo<ie where the Eternal are !" 

The publication was never undertaken : perhaps because 
Severn's notes as they stood were insufficient (though he 
intended to add many more, indeed to comprise in the 
volume all his reminiscences of Eeats), and partly, no 
doubt, because none of the illustrations were done. 

But all literary work was given up or postponed when 
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the, to him oll-importatit, chance of his obtainii^ tbe post 
of British Consul at Borne arrived.* 

He was eager to get the office. The pleasure of being in 

* To this end he chiefly trusted to the infiuenco of Mr. GlaJttoae and 
to the recommeodAiiona of emlucnc men who bad kuown him id Botne, 
particnkrly Varoa Bunsen, and Mr. Odo Itmsell (afterwards Lonl 
Ampthill). Having secured aid from these, ho wrote tu Itlr. Sioncktoa 
Miloes, among others. This letter may be ^veu first, a» it indicates the 
reason for the occnnenco of a vacancy in the Honian Coosulahip. 
"83(1, Eedeslon Squan, 

" Monday, October 22. 

"Mt DBAB MlLBES, 

" I trust you will begUd to hear that I am a caodidate fijr the conatil- 
ship at Rome about to be vacant by Hr. Charles Afaaaolaim Xewtaa^who 
is abont to become my soD-in-Ian') preferring the British Museum. 

"Mr. OladsloDc baa given me a very warm friendly introduction to 
Lord John Kusseil, explaining my real fitness for the place and even some 
of the advantages of my having it. Also the good Baron Bunseu, with the 
like friendship, has written to Lorii John mote iiarticularly on tny 
capacity for the pecuhar ivork, as at Home I often had to act with him iu 
the nnineroDS services I was accustometl to render to my country-people. 
Then my twenty yeairf Roman Bojoum i\nd my familiar acquaintance with 
the Italian laogaa^c and the historical litenitare, and the friendship and 
patrouagc of Cardinal Weld (altbougb I am a Prot«3tanl), gave me a fair 
standing which has never Iwen imjaircd, and my large altar-piece at the 
Cathedral of S. Paolo is the only public work in Italy by an bnglishtnaa. 
But one singular service I could render : in finding rare works o/ art for 
our ffoSerits and niuwanu, and lot&in^ after them in these sad times. 

"But you'll say 'what have I to do with all this rigmarole?' It i» 
this — I see that yon are to be honoured with Lord Palmerston's viait, sod 
aa you are famed for your attachment to your old friends, I think it jost 
poeaible that you may have a pretty momtnt wherein you can advocate my 
claim with yonr usual nailing eloquence — for you aee I am moat anxiona 
to return to dear old Home. Hy six children (for whose education we 
returned to England) being all well settied, my wife and I incline to a 
' Darby and Joan ' life and to resume ' da capo ' in Italy. 

" My health and strength are first rate and I am equal to any amonnt 
of business, indeed beyond that of my first vi^t to Rome. 

" So I will e'en hope that you yourself may remember some incidents <rf 
my useful life at Rome, and be able to clench the nail already so well 
driven in by Bunsen and Gladstone. I often had occasion to hear of Lc»d 
Psimerston durii^; the &med trial of mine of three years' Roman doiance 
and iniquity, whidi so annoyed Sir Brook Taylor and for which the formw 
Pope offered me a compensation through Chev. Bunsen. 

" Please to underatand that I do not now pretend to the Consolship for 
the salary but for a solid return to the very useful life at Borne. Hy 
painting flourishes and I have noble patronage — the I>uke of Devonshim 
(as I had the last), and my present works are tbongbt to snrpaas all I 
have done. 7ou are almost tbe only friend never seeing them, bat you 
sent me charming excusea which was better. 
" And I remain, 

" Your anxious friend, 

" JosRPH SsraBK." 
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London had waned, particularly as he realised with deep 
xegret that a new movement of the tides of art was leaving 
his " life's barque " stranded. No doubt a man of so much 
resource, of so winsome a personality, and with such 
genuine if too often mediocre powers in art, would have found 
enough employment to enable him to live in comfort. His 
three eldest children were no longer dependent upon him : 
4ind the three younger were likely soon to support them- 
selves. Still, the struggle of life would have been a hard 
one; indeed, so it had already become. The emoluments 
of the Consular post at Eome were certainly not great, 
but they ensured a competency. Moreover, a great desire 
came upon him to return to Rome, where the happiest as 
well as the most prosperous years of his life had been spent. 
He thought longingly of the place, of the life, of the 
artistic atmosphere, and of the friends who still lived in 
that city. 

Before midsummer he had obtained all the needful letters 
of recommendation. Early in June he wrote to his old 
acquaintance. Dr. Quin : 

*' 83a, Eccleston Squarey 

" 4th June, 1860. 
••* My deab Db. Quin, 

" I was distressed to find you so ill that you could not see me, for you 
have ever been a most kind and faithful friend through a long coarse of 
years, unchanged amidst the change of everything about us. I told you of 
my being a candidate for the Consulship at Rome. It prospers, as every 
friend has given me a warm testimony ; and even the Queen, to whom my 
iiaughter wrote, gave a favourable and gracious answer. The only 
obstacle is a rule in the Foreign Office that each Consul on his first 
ap|X)intment should not be more than fifty years of age. Now I am just 
on the wrong side of it,* but my health, strength, and even sight place me 
•comparatively on the right side of it ; and it now occurs to me that a 



* A record of seventeen years on the wrong side is a goodly burden for 
^ just" to carry. An extract from his Journals in 1863 proves not only 
thAt his disguise of his actual age was systematic, and for obvious reasons, 
but that all accounts of his ran) youthfulness and alertness of mind and body 
must be unexasgerated. " To-day I attain the age of 70 ... . and 'tis 
singular that I am obliged to conceal my age most studiously, for my 
office has to do with it and my enemies would triumph over me did they 
know that I am now 70 years old, for I am considered as between 50 and 
430, but rather to the 50, so that ' favourable looks' are my good fortune."^ 
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testimonial (rom you, as a distinguished physician, would greatly help me, 
for you have known me so long through all kinds uf changes. Perhaps 
my twenty years' sojourn at Bome gives a positive claim as to knowledgie 
of the language and people, and I trust that the hap(y success of my six 
children may he some littie addition to that claim. My artistic power 
would enable me to look for rare works of Art, and attend the wants of 
our English people. I propose to go to Rome in about a fortnight to 
resume my Italian Art, independently of the CkmntUkip^ which maj or 
may not come to me, and if I do not ask too much in your present state 
(though I beg you not to think of it, if it is the least inconvenienceX it is 
to write me a letter as a testimony (rather of my health and strength than 
of my talent and character), or to Lord John Russell if yon like, but 
'twill be the same to me, as I have to enclose several. I should tell you 
that the Chancellor of the Exchequer supports me warmly, as did the Ute 
Baron Bunsen, and indeed I have reason to be pleased at the manifestation 
in my favour and the joy expressed at the prospect of my being placed at 
Bome. Good-bye, my dear Dr. Quin. I will hope that before I go I may 
have the pleasure of seeing you and finding you recovered. 

'* Yours truly and obliged, 

** Joseph Severk." 

The letter from the Baron Buusen^ just referred to, may 
be quoted here. It is addressed to Lord John Bussell^ 
and marked *' private'*: and has additional interest fix)ni 
the political sagacity and foresight which it displays. It 
was, moreover, one of the last letters desi>jitche<l by its 
distinguished writer, who dictated it from his death-bed. 

" 12th October, 1860. 
"My dear Lord John, 

" I have no hesitation in recommendini; to your kind notice Mr, Jos^j-t 
»^>t'er7J, who I understand is anxious to obtain the British Consulship, ni-»\v 
vacant, at Kome. I believe Mr. Gladstone has alrt^dy given him a warm 
testimonial, but having known Mr. Severn for nianv vears at Rome I can 
testify to his peculiar fitness as a Consul there, for during the years ho 
spent at liome he made himself universally useful and popular among the 
Plnglish residents. I may als<.) add that in an intrigue got up against him 
by jealous Italian artists and the clerical party on account of an order 
given him by Caniinal Weld for an altar piece in St. Paul's, ^Ir. Severn 
had the whole of the more enli;4litene«l and lilK?ral Italian public on his 
side. From his intimate knowlediie of Italian aflairs and his sixial 
relations with Romans of all classes, I should also consider him as verv 
likely to be useful to your diplomatic agents. 1 will conclude by saying 
that I never knew an artist ix)sse;>sing so much irmdical knowledge and 
abiUty as Mr. Severn. I am so sullering at picscnt that I am not even 
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able to receive vibits, much less to pay any, otherwise I could not have 
denied myself the pleasure of waiting upon you while in this neighbour- 
hood, but I cannot let .this opportunity pass without expressing my sense 
of gratitude as a statesman, a Christian, and a man, to you and Lord 
Falmerston for having not only proclaimed but also enforced the principle 
of non-intervention in Italy. I am sure you agree with me that Venetia 
cannot in the long run be withheld from Italy, but at the same time, that 
it would be a disgrace to Europe if the question could not be solved 
without the ai3^of arms and the danger of a general European con- 
flagration. I believe that not only the enlightened public all over Europe 
but also a large proportion of public opinion in Austria, which is even 
represented in the council of the Emperor, would hail such a solution with 
the greatest satisfaction, supposing the financial interests of Austria and 
the honour of the Imperial house were ensured. 

" Pray believe me, ever yours faithfully, 

" BUNSEN." ♦ 

Severn, however, on the advice of Mr. Gladstone and 
other friends, postponed his departure to Eome till after the 
end of the year, or till he should hear definite news as to 
the vacant post. His patience was rewarded by a welcome 
note at the end of January, communicating to him his 
election to the coveted office. 

A few days before the good news, he received the 
following cordially complimentary note from Mr. Buskin ; 
naturally, then and later, among the most valued of all the 
letters sent to him or on his behalf at this time — for all his 
disagreement from the writer in ''minding the Raphael 
cartoons or frescoes profoundly." 

" Denffiark HiU, 

" 23rd January, 1861. 
*' Deab Mb. Severn, 

" Indeed it gives me great and unqualified pleasure to hear that you 
wish to obtain the Romnn Consulate. What testimonial can I offer to 



* On the day after his appointuj^nt Severn wrote to the Baroness Bunsen, 
and attributes his success to her late husband's generously worded letter. 
" I ventured to ask from the Foreign Minister that precious memorial, the 
beautiful letter on my behalf dictated from the death-bed of that great 
and good man. It was kindly sent me, and the appointment with it. 
When I read the letter I at once understood how my success bad been 
brought about, and how that Ld. J. R. made up his mind. .... It is 
my earnest hope that I may be able to come up to the £Edr promise therein 
made of me, made on the remembrance of thirty-five years of unbroken 
friendship with which I was honoured and blessed, and which during that 
long period never changed, except to increase till it came to that climax, 
that most Christian act of love, that ensured my success." 
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you, that will not be a thousand-fold out-testified by the consent of ftll 

who know yo\i» and who knew, in those old times of happy dwdling in 

the ruinous Immortality of Rome : where English and Italians alike used 

always to think of Mr. Severn as of a gleam of living sunshine — in which 

there was no malaria of mind — and which set at one, and melted into 

golden feUowship, all comfortless shadows and separations of society or of 

heart. Consul! Truly and with most prosperous approbation it must 

be.* I shall say with Menenius-*^ Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank 

thee.' As for Eapbael Cartoons or frescoes — ^you know I mind them not 

profoundly, but all that I do mind profoundly I know that you have eye 

for also, and as I cannot fancy anything pleasanter for English pe(^>]e at 

Borne than to have you for Consul, so I can fancy nothing more profitable 

for English people at home than that your zeal and judgment should be 

on the watch for straying treasures as in these changeful times may be 

obtainable of otherwise unhoped for Italian art. I would say much more, 

but in the hearing of your many and dear friends I feel all that I can say 

would be but impertinence, and so pray you only to believe in my most 

earnest wishes for your success, on all conceivable grounds : and to believe 

me here and at Rome and everywhere, 

** Affectionately yours, 

''J. RUSKIK. 

'* Sincerest regards to Miss Severn. I rejoice to hear Mr. Newton^ t 
<x)ming to Rome." 

Shortly afterwards Severn wrote again to Ifr. Buskin, 
remarking how diflScult it was to arrive at safe rules in the 

study and practice of art : and how even the author of 
Modern Painters could not ahvavs be taken literallv. Mr. 
Euskin's reply does not seem to have been kept by Severn : 
at any rate, it has not come before the present writer. As, 
however, it is known to have been in substance similar to 
one written from Oxford at a later date to Severn's eldest 
son Walter, then a young artist of singular promise, the 
latter note may appropriately be quoted here : 

* There are no inverted commas here, though the mention of M eneniu 
ill the next sentence gives the clue to their source. 

Volumxia: "Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius approach es ; for 
the love of Juno, let's so.'' 

Menenius : " Ha ! Marcius coming home? " 

Vol. : " Ay, worthy ^lenenius ; ami with most prosperous approbation.** 

Men. : " Take my cap, Jupiter, and 1 thank thee : " 

— CoriolanuSf Act II., Sc. 1. 

^' t Miss Mary Severn married Mr. [afterwards Sir] Charles Xewto n. Her 
cider sister, Claudia, was at this time married to Mr. Fredk. Gale, the 
well-known amateur cricketer. 
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" Corpus Chriati College, ' 

*« Oxf(yr<L 
"My deab Walteb, 

" I am very glad you like to talk, or write to me, aod very much more 
glad that you are in good spirits and have sold your pictures. They 
deserved to sell, and you need not vex yourself at heing out of the 
^ Running^ To be in the Walking is far pleasanter. Tou do not need to 
study from nature in the way you have planned, you may make good 
iiketches that way, as you do now, — ^but not so good as the hurried ones. 
What you do want is to draw any one thing, for once in your life, 
thoroughly, as far as you can, and to get the roundings of it by real 
drawing. To do this once would open your eyes to an entirely new order 
of effects in nature, which are at present as invisible to you as if they 
were of another world. Yes ; — myriads of people have been wrong by 
reading Modem Painters. But that is because they pick out the bits 
they like — as for the rest — * Buskin's all wrong ; — we know better than 
that.' But I have never yet known any one go wrong, who would do all 
I bid him. Not that I know many such I Of course there are many 
weak persons, who have really no invention. And these will draw still 
life badly ; — ^but their invention would have been worse. 

** Ever most truly and affectionately yours, 

"J. RUSKIK."^ 

One of the last things Severn amused himself with doing, 
after all arrangements were made but before he had 

* In this connection, room may be found here for two other letters 
from Mr. Ruskin, both addressed to Mr. Walter Severn: the longer, 
personal ; the shorter, a brief reply to an enquiry as to the meaning to be 
conveyed in the titular words Fors Clavigera. Both notes were written 
in Maixih, 1875 : 

(1) '' The Fors is fortune, who is to the Life of Men what Atropos is to 
their death. Unrepentant, — first represented, I believe, by the Etruscans . 
as fastening a nail into a beam with a hammer. (Jael to the Sisera of 
lost opportunity.) My purpose is to show, in the lives of men, how their 
Fortune appoints things irreversibly, while yet they are accurately 
rewarded for effort and punished for cowardice and folly. 

««J. RusKra." 

***** 

(2) ** BrantuH)od, Coniston^ 

" March 26th, 1375. 

**My DBAS WaLTEB, 

" I had better not put off, though I am hurried to-day, telling you how 
glad 1 am to hear of any likelihood of your putting your power of sketch- 
ing to real service. I have never myself seen anything so wonderful, in 
its way, as your power of obtainiDg true and complete effects in limited 
time. And if I were travelling myself in a country of which I wished to 
convey knowledge to others, I would rather have you for my aide-de- 
camp than any other artist I know, without exception. I never saw so 
steady truth united with so dashing rapidity, and I am even in some 
•doubt of the expediency of the advice I ventured to give you as to 
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actually left for Borne, was to nrite the following humorotis 
parody of Hamlet's famous apeecli beginning, "To be, nr 
not to be." The occasion was the production of Mr. Walter 
ScTem's first etching : 

" To bite, or iiot to bite, that is the (jacslion — 
Whether 'tia nobler in the artist to suffer 
The paleneM, woolliDeu, and fog of dry-pcnnt 
Or to l&ke arms agaiaHt a sea or Iroubiei 
And, by oppoaiiig, end them ? Ti> seratcb, lo bit« 
No more : and, by a bite, to laj we epd 
The etching, and the thousand pallid things 
The plate io beic to— TIb a consummaiioD 
Devoutly Io be wisli'd ! To Hsratch, lo bite — 
To bite, perchADce to fail, aye there's the rub : 
For in that failure what dire holes may ctime 
When we have ahufDed off upon the printtr 
What must ua eaae — There's the respect 
That makes this etching seem bo long a borP. 
For who would bear the whiptt and HMms of fame, 
The printen' cheat, the Bcom of publishers. 
The pongs of d^ptseil art, tbe plate condemn'd— 
That patient etcher of the unworthy takes. 
When be himself mi>:ht his quietus make 
With a bare Photograph. Who \rould etchings etch. 
To grunt and sweat over a greasy platt — 
But that the dread of something after ' Bite,* 
Tliat nudiscoYer'd procus, from whose tdls 
No etcher e'er returns — puzzles the will 
And makes lu rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to othere that we know not of? 
Thus ' biting ' doth make cowards of na all ; 
And thus the natire hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of tljought ; 
And etchings of no strength at all or moment 
With this regard, in bitings pass away 
And loee the name of action — Soft you, now ! 
Be all my pangs fot^tten! " 



methods of more detailed study. As a traveller your method is the best 
possible. If, indeed, you were to stay at home, and wished tningiDg out 
all your higher gifts, you would need other kinds of practice, but they 
would diminish your rapidity and courage, and scarcely odd, for ptMic 
service, to your skill. 

" Ever affectionately yonia, 

"J, Bdskik.'* 
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CHAPTER X. 
JOSEPH Severn's miscellaneous writings. 

Mr. Ruskin on the East wind — * Imaginary Letters ' — * Michael Angelo to 
Vittoria Colonna ' — * Fra Savonarola to Fra Bartolomeo ' — * Oalileo to 
Milton ' — Light and Sound : A New Theory ' — * Divine origin of the 
octave' — Severn's story: *The Pale Bride' — Severn's novel: *The 
Dead Hand' — Projected novel : * The lost Throne.' 

Of the several literary undertakings of Joseph Severn, tlie 
earliest of any note is the series of imaginary letters from the 
great painters and their correspondents, written in 1848. 
The drift of the series is " to illustrate the theory of the 
application of the principles of Art to life, and vice versa" 
"We are at last emerging," writes Severn, after some 
remarks on the spirit of sectarianism having been the great 
blight of art in England, " from these ugly, whitewashed 
puritanical blights, which have pressed doAMi upon us as 
a nation; just as London is commonly in gloom from a 
vast rolling billow of fog or smoke, worse always when 
blowing from the east,* but at all times causing heaviness 
of spirit, and innumerable moral and physical evils, a 
similar murky cloud of Puritanism and Sectarianism, or by 
whatever name the thing be best caUed, is always striving 
to manufacture a besom wherewith to sweep away all the 
rainbow-glories of the imagination, all that innocent sun- 
shine of life, wherein we love to recreate new brightened 
ways for our tired wandering feet, such as we see so 

* ** I am so glad Mrs. Severn likes my fresh strawberries. I should 
have had pretty ones by this time, but for this fiendish east wind, which 
gives me a deep and true horror, and is, rightly thought of^ a plague such 
as centuries have not witnessed." {From a Letter from Mr. Bwlkin.) 
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readily as children when we do not place tyrannic bonds 
upon our imagination." 

It was an undertaking, however, for which Severn was 
quite unfit. He was no critic, nor was he a scholarly 
student of his own or any other literature ; while even of 
the history of Italian painting he had but an unsystematised 
knowledge. With all his familiarity with Baphael or 
Michael Angelo he could at no time have written anything 
of importance upon either, for not only was he by nature of 
an uncritical mind, to which comparative estimates were as 
alien as purely aesthetical appreciations, but he had never, 
pen in hand, that concentrative faculty which, brush in hand^ 
was his safeguard and strength. Moreover, by 1848 his 
literary experiments had been too few and unimportant to 
enable him to write with any ease or even correctness. 
Possibly, he might have succeeded with a simpler subject 
or less ambitious scheme ; though even when, some fifteen 
years later, he wrote his article on the "Vicissitudes of 
Keats' Fame," it had to undergo much necessary revision 
from the editor of the Atlantic Monthly, His Reminiscences, 
whether written in the " fifties," " sixties," or " seventies,** 
could not possibly be printed as they are; though, it may 
]>e added, only small technical corrections are needed 
wherevtT be writes as it were straight from bis heart, as 
in bis loving recollections of Keats. His foremost literary- 
acbievement of a uon-reminiscent nature is in his novel, and 
tbereafter one or two art-essavs written in the "seventies/' 
He was so excellent a racoafeur that be might have been 
al)le to train bimsolf to become a successful novelist ; 
and no doubt be was much better qualified to write a 
romance than to enter into rivalry with Walter Savage 
Landor in a field wbicli that master of literary form had 
made bis own. His novel was admired by Odo Kussell 
and other t^ood judges; an Italian ladv, bis friend tbe 
Countess I^ovatti, wisbed to translate it into her own 
lanoruaire ; and Heine's friend, tbe eccentric Countess de la 
liocca, wisbed to render it into German, and even did go 
some length with it. l]nt by 1S4S bis radical literary 
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faults of slovenliness of expression, inconsequence, and 
indifference to essential particulars, were not to be over- 
come. It would, therefore, serve no good end to place the 
series of these " Imaginary Letters " before the reader, 
particularly as few of them have any " fundamental brain- 
work " to justify the labour of much revision. But as 
Severn thought well of his unfinished book, and as they 
afford hints of the man himself, they should not wholly 
be put aside. Three of the shortest may be given: as it 
happens, they call for comparatively slight revision. 

" Michel Anoelo to Donna Vittoria Colonna. 

* 

" RoTne, 

"April, 1620. 
" Pair and Accomplished Lady, 

"When I wrote you the description of the Transfiguration of 
Bafifaello d' Urbino I had just had the gratification of finding the gifted 
painter at work on the head of Christ. At that time it seemed to me 
perfect, and yet I am assured he went on finishing it as if it were to 
be the last of his works — and the last it is, for he has been suddenly cut 
off by a fever at the untimely age of thirty-seven. All Rome weeps for 
him, from Pope Clement down to the commonest lovers of the Arts. To 
me this sudden news has been doubly painful, as only a few days since I 
saw him alive in all the brightness of his genius and manhood, engaged on 
an immortal work, which he seemed to execute with ease and even gaiety. 
When I looked upon the work and upon the painter, the one containing 
such depths of art, such powers of originality ; and the other with such 
gentleness of. nature, in person and in mind ; I then thought him the 
happiest of mortals. How I have seen him pale in death, stretched on his 
untimely bier. The undying work of the Transfiguration on which he 
was occupied, and which his sorrowing disciples had placed at his head, 
seemed l^e his soul still hovering amongst us. He is gone, but in this 
sublime work he painted the way -he had to go and which we have ta 
follow. Still in death the same calm smile as in life lay on his beautiful 
countenance. When I looked on the picture and the painter's lifeless form 
together, the work increased in my estimation. How noble a trait is it, in 
this immoral age, that his latest work is proper to be placed over the artist 
on his deathbed. Ah 1 how great a change, what a test 1 How few show 
such real power in their works that any is at death thought worthy to be 
placed about them. Here is a proof that painting ought and must carry 
with it a moral purpose to be really effective and great. Here am I, an 
old man in comparison, receiving a lesson in Art and Religion from one sa 
much younger. The direct cause of his death is differently related ; the 
physician tries to defend himself from the universal condemnatioiu 
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Baffaello had been suddenly called by the Cardinal RIario about the 
Vatican frescoes, and hurrying to and fro on this important basiness in 
the fintt great heat, he took a feyer, and the Doctor imprudently bled him, 
when he was too weak and delicate to bear it, I give you the account as 
1 received it from Giulio Romano, who now takes the ardst^s plaoe^ and is 
his executor. Perhaps the most extraordinary thing about this extnor- 
<ilnary being is that the talents which in other men excite envy and 
j«*ak>usy and all bad feelings, in him insfured the most ardent friendship 
in the various professors of Art who were so fortunate as to know him. He 
won than to his purposes of carrying out divers works, by the fiiscinatiDn 
of his manners, and the splendour that attended his footsteps. Hundreda 
of artists were employed by him. From every part of Italy he employed 
them to copy from the early works in all three arts, and he even sent into 
Greece two young men, a painter and a sculptor, to model the works of 
Phidias at Athens. How truly does he seem to have been bom for the 
advancement of the art ! To him it was immaterial what he took from other 
men*s works, as he always added more of his own. In some cases he has 
introduced whole figures from the works of others, which stand with more 
propriety and effect in his, than even in the originals. He was destined to 
improve everything he touched. The figure of Christ in the Transfigura- 
tion 1 remember on an old fresco near Florence, but how he has ennobled it ; 
who ever cared for it until he condesceDdcd to copy and improve it ! He 
has left a glorious example in his Vatican Libour. No doubt he was able 
to produce so many works (an unrivalled number when we consider his 
age) by the judicious selection of his helpers ; as well as that his style was 
one that enchanted his scholars. May one dare to suppose that he was so 
suddenly taken from the world as he had given the highest perfection to 
the Art that humanity is ca}>al>le of? 

** A'i»ii«\ my beloved and accom}.lished friend, 

'* Your laitliful hut antique St., 

**M. A. BUONAROTTI." 

** V\\\ Savonarola to Fha r>AmoLoMMEO. 

** Florence. 

*' KSTEKMED r>ROTHKn IN (lOD, — 

"There are Si» many misstatements and falseh«x>ds chattereil alK)Ut 
in malice as regards th(.>>e parts of the di<;trines which I j)reach concerniu'^ 
the fine arts, tliat I am induceii to take up the jen to write to you, my 
beUeving friend, who, in the midst of the scandals of Kome, I know will 
stand up, vindicate, and even }>aint for the cau:5o I am sinking under. 
You will ]^rha}»s even return to your jK-rsecuteil friend when you leani 
all the disasters that surround and hem me in. You have shown to tiie 
world what the purity of art can effect. You have shown the loveliness 
and chanu of painting in raisin.^ our passion for the arts above t' e 
grovelling degradations of humanity, and therefore can well underi>tan«i 
why I am so unjustly calle<i the j^rsecutor of the Fine Arts, when 1 havo 
merely attacked the vicious tendency and iireligious i:ature of our ixrcat 
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Florentiae works. I confess to you that I have with my own soul 
denounced these wickednesses in every way that seemed to uie effective ; 
that I have prayed whole nights to our hlessed Redeemer that He would 
make me the instrument to dash to the ground these pagan works, which, 
fostered and caressed at Borne in the very nostrils of the Pope, are yet 
the sinful cause of gross idolatry and profligacy — aye, and even paganism 
in all shapes and tendencies. For this I have laboured to raise painting 
to be the handmaid of devotion, for there is nothing so simple and 
touching wherewith to impress the vulgar with the blessed truths of our 
Holy Religion. And Christ in His benign goodness looked down and 
blessed my humble efforts, even to the destruction of all the Works of Art 
in Florence, and now when I am looking about to reap the fruits of my 
preaching, these fickle Florentines have turned about, neither rejoicing in 
the loss of their works of Art, nor finding a purer life in accord with their 
inclination. The Pope's spies are amongst them, instigating their minds 
to destroy me. Oh, my dear brother and firiend, fiy to my aid ; for I am 
sinking, and long for those days to return when you and I, in the 
Monastery of Santa Maria di Fiori, devoted our minds to these divine 
objects for the restoration of pure religion. Now that so much has been 
effected, come back to my aid, I implore you ; for our task is only half 
done, and, alone, I am sure to sink under the weight of malice and 
treachery that is bristling up about me. But you may like to know from 
me the history of the late great bonfire, when I revelled in the destruction 
of all these profane works. 

'* You must know in the first place that I had long perceived a desire 
in the Florentines to give up all these wicked things, and I proposed that 
a large pile of wood should be kindled in the square of Santa Maria, and 
that every good Christian should fling into the fire every work of Art, be 
it picture, engraving, or even statue, that dishonomred the cause of religion 
and decency. Thousands at my bidding brought their various works of 
Art, and with their own hands threw them into the flames. This con- 
tinued a whole morning, and I did all in my power to encourage the 
cleansing the city of such pestiferous wealth. The memory of that day 
begins to pass away, and the Pope's spies accuse me of heresy, and so 
I have now to prove that my faith is orthodox ; and that it is solely 
against the luxury of the church, its pagan practices and mundane disci- 
pline, that I have contended. I yet fear that I may not prevail, and that 
the wicked power of the abused church may crush me. 

" (Unsigned.) " 

** Galileo to Milton. 

"My revered Friend, — 

" When I first had the singular happiness to be visited by you in 
the Inquisition prison, we discoursed on the light and truth of those 
immortal subjects for which I was suffering in darkness for having 
proclaimed and for having persisted in. Then it was that we swore in 

Q 
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the silence of oar hearts, to live and die for these things. As we were not 
allowed to speak on them, no douht we felt them the more. What 
changes y6nr dear country is nndergoing for the cause of truth ; really it 
would seem that mortals were destined never to arrive at it, but blunder- 
ingly — ^that the light of truth so dazzled them that they never oould see 
their way^ but with a blaze before them indistinct in its nature, and with 
darkened perils under their feet. I received your noble sonnet on the 
massacre of the Italian Protestants in the Alpine Valleys of Piedmont, 
and shed many tears over it in secret, as every true Christian must. 
From it I conclude that all your works are necessarily of a pathetic nature, 
like the conflict of the times you live in. Tet here in Italy we are in a 
little outward sunshine, both in Religion and Politics, and there may be 
fine things going on, which, not being allowed by the Inquisition to tell 
the truth, yet hold up an agreeable aspect of beauty and nature. No 
soul-stirring truth is told, but yet no falsehood is disseminated. Of this 
description just now there is a new fresco picture, by Guido, at the 
Bospigliosi Palace, which seems to me, as it seems to everybody, the 
most lovely work ever done. It represents Aurora flying onward, dis- 
pelling the night and its vapours of gloom. She gaily throws about her 
numerous flowers, which seem to collect the dew as they fall towards the 
grateful earth. She is a beautiful and graceful figure in ample flying 
folds of saffron windings, which do not conceal her feet, with which the 
earth is to be blessed. 

''She looks round on the ample light and radiant power of ApoUo, 
who in his never-resting car guides his bounding Steeds, who seem to 
splash about the light he breathes on all sides ; but more particularly he 
seems to inspire the gentle hand-in-handed Hours who so gratefully encircle 
his car, that he seems almost upheld by them. There is no end of their 
varied attitudes: some are turned from vou like the hours you lose, some 
look cheerlullv and catch your eve like the moments vou profit bv and 
enjoy, but they all go tripping on to show you the moral that Time never 
stops. All this golden light would be overpowering were it not that 
Guido has given one little touch of contrast, for down below on the right- 
hand side, deep under Aurora, yrtu see the fresh blue mysterious sea, dark 
and lovely in its nature, yet about to be impressed with the moving hght 
which has already begun to tinge its shore. 

" This singularly fine work is on the ceiling. Carlo Maratti pointed 
out to me that Guido, in the happy comi)osition of the Hours, had availed 
himself of an antique bas-relief at the Villa Borghese, which may also 
have given to him the idea of the picture ; but if so, like a great genius, 
he has made the adaptation beautiful to our eyes by the marvellous way he 
has set it. In the marble I should not have been struck so much with 
the three figures hand in hand, but when they are made to represent the 
hours al)out the car of Apullo, then it is that the beauty comes out. 
Eeally it would seem that the application of a fine thing were suj^rior to 
the invention of it, and tliis would account for so many great things 
havinc' remained dormant for ages until some masterhand found the way 
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to apply and make the thing useful. This work is done for Cardinal 
Barbarini, and is thought to be the ckef-d^oeuvre of the fascinating Artist. 

"(Unsigned.)" 

If the shortcomings of Severn's essay on * Nature's Law 
of Harmony in Colours,' and that * On the Superstition of 
the Etruscans ' were merely literary, these articles might 
be revised and published. Unfortunately they have the 
radical drawback that they were written in ignorance of 
the works of specialists, and even, it must be admitted, in 
ignorance of the subjects treated. The reason for writing 
his Etruscan essay, as given by Severn, is his astonishment 
at Mr. Dennis, in his great work on Etrurian remains, 
having omitted to describe or even perceive, what from the 
outset Mr. Dennis had known, and had continuously 
demonstrated : namely, that the ancient Etrurians were a 
distinct people from the Latins, with different ethical 
conceptions, and, in a word, with a wholly peculiar method 
and manner in the conduct of their ceremonials of death. 

The essay on 'Light and Sound: A New Theory,' is 
merely a longer, more intelligible, though not more 
scientific, version of * Nature's Law of Harmony in Colours.* 
The only really original things in this " new theory " are 
the few evidences of close observance of colour-effects 
— and, pre-eminently, the extraordinary theory as to 
the divine origin and nature of the octave in Music. It 
may, however, be given in extenso, if for nothing else than 
as an example of Severn's method and manner in an art 
wherein he was in every way unfitted to excel. Severn 
himself thought highly of this essay, which is a further 
reason for its inclusion. In the Diary entry (July, 1873) 
relating to it, he states that it was written that day in four 
hours, after he had " tried to give it form and place for 
five years." 

ON LIGHT AND SOUND. 

A New Tbeoby by Joseph Severn. 

In that magic beauty of sunset, which is felt universally, in the splendid 
colouring of every object down to the smallest leaf, the eye is so gratified 
as to seek and prefer that moment to every other wherein to behold the 
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sEpect or nature. The cause of this cbBrm 'a, that every object at bium; t 
ia iQuniiiiated with iita prismatic coIoute. The momeDt the sua goes 
down below the horizuo, the rays axe reflected ou the aimoaj^ihere round 
the eartli, and thus the eiquiaite colours sees in the ]irism are tiirown on 
every object 

This may be observed uhea the sun's rays &how the cutoius, particnlftriy 
under the rooh on the walls when the <.>range, yellow, and red rays (arm & 
beautirul band; while on objects that are shaded from the sky, tlie mut 
loiease blue, like ultraniariae, may be seen. At this moment the sky 
overhead actually throws a stronger light than the eon iUelT, whidi, 
although it is below the horixun, yet illuminates the eky, though oot witfa 
prismatic Ugh I. 

The prism, discovered by Sir Isaac Ni'Wton, gives the colours which 
compose the light distinctly, and thus when passiug Uitvugh the glass 
triangle the rays are broken, as in the sun at suoBet. 

It is this sublime moment which tlic great Titian geaerally repit«ents 
In his works, and more particukrly in the picture at Home, called the 
' Sacred and Profane Love.' The two figures are sitting ou a sarcophagus, 
one in a while dress, the other naked, but with a red mantle falling bom 
the shoulder, anil a white girdle round the waist. The very fine landscape 
gives ilie effect of the sun when just below the huriKon, ta that every 
object has the golden outlines. But the ample cool tight from the sky 
falls on the two figures, givinz; little or no shade. This fine work fiinua 
the most remarkable contrast to the shade-hunting picture* of the 
Bologna school. 

The most striking example of retlectetl sun's rays I r^nioniber, \ta» ai 
Tivoli, in the GroCUi uf Neptune. Before the couree of the nver was 
changed, a large portion of the water dashed through the grotb\ and at 
a certain hour in the morning the sun's rays entered this dark grotto, and 
were reQected or broken on the apray. The effect was sublime, for in the 
dark cavern the colours, red, ytllow, blue, green, and orange, were seen in 
all their purity, a lovely Iris which danced about on the apray, and in its 
brilliancy seemed like a divine spirit. 

It was this sublime «ght which first suggested my enquiry into the 
real nature of Light. 

Being in Italy, where the clearness of the atmosphne reveals more 
readily the colours composing Light, I was enabled to carry out my 
enquiries. One evening I observed the orange and red tints under the 
bat of a friend, extending two or three inches down from hia forehead, 
and ou his gently lifting his hat at my request I saw the colonra go with 
it, leaving the clear sky-light on bis face. Experimenting in this bshion 
I plainly apprehended the principle by which Titian painted. 

In the composiljon of light (of the five colours, with black and white) 
the first thing to observe is its uncbangeableness, for the coloora remain 
the same under every remove of the prism— in their positions and in th^r 
proportions— and this Law of Nature extends to the harmony of coloors 
in a must beautiful and mysterious way. 
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If any one of the colours is examined in the sun, the eye instantly of 
itself forms the contrasting or complementary colour — ^viz., if a red wafer 
be placed on a sheet of white paper, and be looked at in the sun, in a 
short time a green wafer will be seen by the side of it. If a yellow wafer 
be placed in the same way, and looked at in the sun, in a short time a 
purple wafer will be seen by the side of it — ^and if a blue wafer be placed, 
an orange wafer will be the result. 

This remarkable property in the eye is a subtle law of nature as regards 
harmony of colours. So that whatever we look at as regards colour, the 
eye involuntarily forms the complementary colour. Thus to red, green is 
formed by the eye, which being composed by yellow and blue, completes 
the diagram as formed by nature. As it is the same of the other colours, 
not only the blue and yellow, -but also all the various tints may be 
compounded of the three primitive colours, so nature has given to the 
human eye (visibly) to form the contrast which contributes the actual 
harmony. 

Even to the black and white the same rule invariably applies — ^viz., if a 
black wafer be placed on the white paper, and looked at in the sun, a 
white wafer will immediately be seen by the side of it — and vice versa^ if 
a white wafer, though on a grey ground, a black one will be seen. 

In attempting to explain this marvellous property in the eye I am not 
aware but that I may be attempting it for the first time, or that it may 
be more clearly done by some one else, of whom I am not aware. 

If the eye be fiomewhat constrained by the finger in the inner comer 
towards the nose, a brilliant Iris will be seen within on the other side of 
the eye, and only by *' the mind's eye.** This I take it is the wonderful 
way nature forms the harmony, and forms it continually. This external 
Iris is an invisible part of the Brain, for in the description of the Brain I 
have never met with any notice of it, and I am now laying greater stress 
iipon it to demonstrate how kindly nature instructs us in the law ot 
harmony without any intuition but nature's impulse. This law of 
harmony extends to sound in music quite on the same principle as in 
colours, and the hiunan ear has the same property of forming harmonies. 

And I have often heard that in one instance of very fine ears, if 
a note were struck, the ear immediately formed the third, fifth and 
octave to it. 

The scale of colours and that of sounds seem to me almost the same— 
viz., the red, yellow, and blue form the treble, tenor and bass. The 
green, orange, and purple form the contralto, the high tenor, and the 
baritone. 

Then the octave, which we receive from nature, and is not only bom 
with ns, but must have existed in all times, and in the same proportions ; 
this octave must have been the same to the ancient Greeks as to other 
nations. It is perhaps one of the most mysterious links with the invisible 
world, that this property of sound always exists, though we cannot tell 
how we got it, or how we exercise it, for in an instant we perceive a note 
out of tone : how is this ? 



The octave in music is the most churning my slery 
fonn ia go positive that we may fiwrly conclude that, 
world invariably the eaino. 

Light is more nppareat to ne, bat none the les 
aaother world unchangealile in its nature like the suunda. 
'ITie octave in music is compceed thns : — 

From the lat to the Snd is a trhole to&e. 
Fivm the 2iid to the 3rd is a whole tone. 
From the 3rd to the 4ih is a whole tone. 
Bet from 4th to the 5t)i it only ha!/ a (cn«. 



From the 5th 


o the 6th is a whole tone. 


From the 6th t 


o the 7th U a whole tone. 


From the 7th t 


the Sth it only hal/a lone. 




In this seeming inequality of the two half lone int«rvals, rII the beauty, 
all the infinite variety of modalation exists, for on whatever i 
dominant is filed, the same proportion is kept up, the same half tones are 
found by all the whole tones being divided by the fiats and sharps. 

Perhaps nature's indulgence has been greater in allowing ns this octKre 
than in anything else, for we know, for we are sure, that the octave is a 
Jirine privilege, that it esista in the upper world, and that we are allowed 
to participate in it. It shows that we are immortal beings, and that 
another world exists to which we are to be united. 

The same rule applies to colours, for they are inexhaustible, and we 
know at avery instant in the light they come to na from the happier world 
where such abstractions exist. We are sure that it must be a [lositire 
world, as the law of harmony is positive, and indeed we may state with 
comparatiTe assurance that the Divine Author has bestowed on us 
unchangeable and eternal links in colours and sounds. 

Of the two or tliree Bhort tales which Severn wiote, the 
only one among the Severn MSS. 18 the short ghost-story 
entitled ' The Pale Bride.' After he had written it, the 
subject took great hold of his imagination, and mentally 
haunted him for a long space of time. He projected 
several pictures in illustration of the more striking episodes ; 
for example, the first time that the eyes of the mysterious 
stranger looked on her lover with the glassy stare of death — 
when he saw her, when he had gone abroad for his homeward 
voyage, looking at the sea from the spot where he had first 
seen her, in the same dress, with the same averted face, in 
the same attitude — and when, the lover's dead body having 
been thrown from the raft by the few survivors of the 
shipwreck, " the silent woman " leaps overboard to the 



fit 
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place where it disappeared, and rises no more. Headers 
who remember the incidents of Severn's first voyage to 
Italy, will note that the ship in * The Pale Bride * has the 
same name as the schooner in which he and Keats sailed* 

THE PALE BRIDE. 

[In the possession of a Devonshire family at Plymouth there is the 
following journal of Mr, WooUey's voyage to Barbadoes, in search of a 
property which was nearly lost to him, and which he finally recovered, 
though not to enjoy. We are now allowed to print it] 

December Ist, 1793. — I have to-day begun to prepare for my long and 
doubtful voyage in search of the Barbadoes estate of my uncle Woolley, 
and have just heard that he did leave some kind of will ; at all events 
there cannot be a doubt that I am his only heir. I have enquired and 
£ettled the price of the voyage, which is £75 ; and I have been twice with 
my solicitor, Mr. James Price, who assured me I can never succeed to the 
estate or possess it unless I go at once to Barbadoes. This is a hard task 
At present, as I have had to give up my little shop and my carpenter- 
trade and sink down to an idler*s, but God's will be done. My father and 
mother implore me to do it, my friends wish it, and the lawyers insist on 
it, so what can I do but prepare, yet I do it with a drag. 

December 2nd, — ^Testerday as I could not go to see my poor Mary once, 
I have determined to see her twice to-day. I found her pale and ill, and 
for her I would waive all going, save that she insists on my going, and 
secretly in my ear t<Miay whispered that sTie would go with me — that we 
could be married at once, but that her father, she is sure, would not 
consent on account of her health. I was so struck with this charming 
appeal, that it seemed to make my voyage shorter and my success certain, 
and I lost not a moment in finding Dr. Magnus, and making sure of his 
<x>nsent to let his daughter go. I found him returning home to dinner, 
and made my earnest request to him, at which he turned pale and was 
dumb. I represented to him our long and faithful acquaintanceship, his 
liking for me, and Mary's unfeigned attachment ; still, he shook his head. 
I implored him to consent, when he sighed bitterly, and, grasping my 
hand convulsively, said that his daughter's health would not bear it, that 
she would die on the voyage, and, he added, ** She is my only child, and I 
live on the preservation of her life; she grows into the dear, dear 
resemblance of her mother, and I live upon that resemblance, being my 
dearest and only tie in this world. Forgive, forpve my weakness of 
heart, but attend, and beUeve in my professional skill. As I felt that I 
should be seemingly, harsh in this sad opinion of Mary's health, I 
yesterday called in Dr. Yeats and Dr. Upton, who, I am grieved to 
tell, more than confirmed my sad prognostic that the voyage would kill 
Mary, and that here she has at least the chance of recovery." Of course, 
I was now Etruck dumb in my turn, for all the doings of my life turned 



upon M«ry l«ing my wife ; but here was a long voyage, and an affair ef * 
yeez, and yet doubt in the cepamUon : yet wbat could 1 say to tbH 
excellent doctor and good father. I had not a word. We renuined in 
silent tears leaning on each otlier'B shoulders, without words, yet Sgnring 
nil the worst disasters as we watohed each other's tears dropping to tbe 
ground. 01 each lest told mo a hiBtory. iC^ht I e*or meet her 
n^in? 

December Zrd. — All my proj-erty being sold for this voyage, my c»r- 
)«nter's shop let, tliere was no aitemnlivo, go I must and leave Uwy 
liehind, all our planning upset, her health dediniag, and who knows but 
through this — but I mu»t proceed. 

Just returned from se^g ihe ship Maria Onwther, Cnptftiu Woletcu, 
who is to siul to-morrow night ; all my lu^g^e is ju«t now gi'iog. 

Deetmher iSh. — I must go and hear again what dear Mary bos to 
propose, and if her fnther has made any show of cooaent, or even told her 
of bis decision. 

10 o'clock. — Found my dearest sunk in grief, much changed, and unable 
to speak. Her father had told h» of the bad opinion of Dr. Ye&ts and 
Dr. UptoD a£ regards her strength and health for the voyage, aud tbat she 
ivonld be sure to die. and that then he would die too. She told me also, 
in floods of tears, of bor lather describing again and again my atteuipt to 
cave her mother from drowning, bow near I was to ii, and tbat he hail 
ever since regarded me Mhis son. 

My Mary fainted with anguish. She looked so beautiful even in bei 
paleness, and I longed to open with kisses tbose dear eyts that were 
covered with tbe long eyelashes heavy with. tean. Dr. Uagnns oune in 
nt IhD moment and heli>ed to rrslore her to herself, but it was only to 
greater grief. Tet he reasoned so well, be tried to shorten tbe voyage by 
so many incidents of good fortune ; then he represented the Barbttdoes 
property as giving her a carriage, with a crest with bis three boars' heads 
and my saw upon it, till trembling Mary looked up and smiled. He 
assured her of her quick lecovery if she would remain quiet and go to 
Mount Edgcumbe, where her uncle was vUlage schoolmaster, and so slie 
would have a complete change, and I*ady Mount Edgcumbe would look 
kindly after her. 

All this time the dendemeas of all ont means convinced me tbat there 
was no putting off my voyage, for ruin stared me in tbe bee if I remained 
long idle. We had not at first looked at tbia event all round and round, 
mid did not see anything but our fond attachment, she seventeen, and I 
only twenty-one. But now the whole weight of woe came plump upon us. 
"Coming events cast their shadows before," and the reveise of tbe sunny 
[UCtnre now turned our eyes inward : but there was no altemaUve. I 
went bnne at two o'clock lo prepare for my departure. 

December 5tk. — My father and mother are in joy that I am really going, 
for they seemed to sink at tbe thought even of delay, much leA staying. 
They have put me on my duty as a son, for by the acquisition of this pro- 
perty they hope to live after all their cares in tranquil decline, with do 
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thoughts of money troubles such as are now shortening their lives. Ah I 
how I feel the painful truth of this; how well I knew that they had 
expended their last pound to provide for me ; and that Dr. Magous could 
but barely afford them a meal if they should chance to want. 

5 o'clock. — Dragged my steps to have a last glimpse of Mary, and wa» 
astonished to see how she had picked up, and how cheerfully she received 
me. But as her tears dropt on my hand I felt them scalding hot, and 
trembled to think how much they differed from her smile, and how much 
suffering she must be in — ^yet she continued cheerful and said " Goodbye, 
Jamie," with even an earnest voice. And so I have left her for ever. For 
ever, do I say ? and why ? I cannot tell, but the weight of her fete hangs 
on me so heavily that I cannot think of it. I seem to have killed her by 
going. 

7 o^dock at night — On board, in a gloomy, threatening night. The 
Captain very kind, and indeed all the passengers, of whom there are 
seventeen. How miserable and forlornly I hear the sea beat against the 
ship's side where I am preparing to sleep. ! that I could open this port- 
hole and let in my Mary Hke a spirit to cheer me again with that last dear 
smile. To bed, but not to sleep. 

All the dreary, never-ending night I was listening to dreary waves thnt 
were taking me from my dearest. I arose, and by the dim lamp write 
this, but sea- sickness begins to torment me. 

December 6^.— The dawning light, for which I so longed, brings me no 
consolation. My sickness, though abating, leaves me no comfort, for I 
see my dear Mary nt every turn of my head, whether I look up or down, 
right or left, there she is and always in tearful suffering. 

10 o^dock. — I crawled up on deck, where I found many persona 
assembled, and they all looked towards me except one lady, whose dress 
and whose figure seemed to me like Mary. Surely that is her bonnet 
which I gave her last year? That gown with the violet pattern is 
like hers, and that gloved hand, whose can it be to be so like hers? 
I sank down with the bewilderment, and prayed for the well-being 
of Mary. 

Again I raised my head, and there was her exact image, except that I 
could not see her face. I tried, but her position prevented me. Yet as 
she leaned her head upon her hand, the attitude was so like Mary's that I 
became frantic. I jumped up and strode over to the ship's side, where I 
should have fallen into the sea had not a sailor caught hold of me, but in 
the effort, although it was but a momentary glance, I caught the lady's 
eye. H vxu hers, hut it tuaa Death's. I sank again into the sailor's arms. 
I am now somewhat recovered, and those dear eyes bend over me. At 
times she has me by the hand, but how came she here ? Is it she ? 
Where is her fether? — all which I would have asked, but I seemed choked 
with agitation. Can it be her ? but can I doubt it ? Who else could be 
so like herself. My breath still feils me. I have not words to ask how 
she came, but inwardly I look at her and think that she must have stolen 
away to the ship in the last extremity, and then Avaited concealed imtil 
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we nctuftlly Bailed. Now we aro passing " Land'a End," of which I can 
believe in the idenlity, bnt I eannot believe in ray dear Mary's. There is 
Eome iocxpreMlble thin;; which makefl ub unlike each other, yet I »m 
UDchanged, these hands and thia pen are mine, there is tnj trunk niUi my 
name on it, and here is my j->umal up to December 6lb, I tremble to 
behoid her again, and why ? My knees tremble ax I rise to go on deck, 
but I must Be« that desr object. 

12 o'clock. — I found Ler looking oa the sea in the same attitude as when 
I saw ber at first; with the same bonnet and samp dress; and in the 
same places Will she look at me? Her gloved band hanging down, 1 
made an effort to touch it, and I thiok 1 c&ugbt lier glance, but of thtd I 
am in doubt. I said, " Are yoQ not my dear M.iry ? " and I list«[ie<l 
for her soft voice, but there waa no reply. Yet I lell one finger touch my 
hand ; it was her little finger. Again I asked bow sbe was thus by my 
liide, she pointed the other ha.ud (which was resting on the ship's side) to 
tbe last sight of land, and gmmed. Ah I wiiat a groan vra& that, and boxe 
removed from the last cheerful smile I got in her father's boose. We 
reniAioed unable I« spe«k. Such was the etrain of our suspended breath, 
that the waves seemed to answer to my palpitation. I was roused at last 
liy tbe bell sounding for dinner. Everybody about rose hurriedly, and the 
vision c>f ray Molly gently too, and so she followed ihem and I her. She 
glided down tbe cabin stairs, and I fell in following ber; the cabin boy 
hel[)ed me up, and when I got to the table 1 found her bj my side, i 
watched her eating, for I was more and more afraid, and bad not i>ower to 
offer her anything. The steward put Forae roost beef before her, but she 
only look one morsel of bread and sip[>ed some water. She did ooi aosirer 
the steward except with a mnvtment of lier head. In my w^'Odenuent T 
did not touch a bit of dinner, my appetite was gone as though I never bad 
it. She glided away with tbe company, and after awhile I called up 
courage to follow her. On the deck 1 found her sitting in the same place, 
in the same attitude, looking at the waves. Tbe sea increased, the wind 
was high, and I bead the distant thunder. I shrank from my watchiu;; 
portion, on the approach of sea-sickness again. The cabin boy came to 
help rae, for I waa very ill, and they had to carry me to my berth. For 
hours and hours I was sick to death, and wished to die. At midnight, 
when the storm was a little bushed, and I waa about to sink into restless 
sleep,! turned suddenly round, and who should be before me bnt my dear 
Maty. In the dim light the figure was uncertain, though I could see the 
eyes glisten. 1 strove to move nearer to her, and was surprised to find she 
was less viaible. She waved her hand gently over me. I felt an involun- 
tary inclination to sleep. I slept till tbe broad daylight, and then I awoke 
and perceived her still watching me like the polar star. I spoke, but there 
was no reply. Sbe put her fingers to her lips, and I felt my tongue as it 
were paralyzed in my mouth. What can this be ? am I ill or mad ? or 
ciu this be a reality? — but 'tis so wonderful I'll write it down that at a 
future time I may believe it myself. So I turned over to get my journal, 
snd in tbe instant she bad vanished. Certainly 1 was not looking towards 
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the door, so I cannot say if she went out of it. I reflected on all this 
strange fact, if fact it was, and could not understand it. I found myself 
unable to rise and my pulse was fevered. I saw the Captain come to me 
and ask me questions, which I was unable to answer, and then the doctor, 
and then I saw him take out his lancet, and after this I swooned. 

December l^th. — A week, I find, has passed, and I have been insensible 
during the whole time from lightheadedness and fever of mind as well 
as body. They lifted me up, but I was unable to stand, and so I was 
lifted back again, and to give me air they opened the port-hole, through 
which on the first night I longed to receive the spirit of Mary. But the 
light was too great for my weakened sight, so I turned away from it, and 
I soon perceived that it became dim and I was afraid to look, but after 
many attempts I did and beheld — what I the spirit of my love. She 
reclined partly within and partly without the doorway. Her eyes were 
bare, and showed me death in so mysterious a form that I know not how 
to write it. The dusk had hid this most imearthly look. They seemed 
like eyes that had never been closed in death, though they were ghastly 
with a death-like vacancy. I saw them but an instant, and when I looked 
again it was only on the violet gown, which I could perceive was blowing 
in the wind. I felt its undulations pass over me, and I could see the last 
violet on the stairs, when I sunk again in my weakness and amazement, 
and could not reason on the reality or the dream, or if I was really on the 
sea. 

December l^th, — The Captain and a sailor very kindly got me up on 
deck, and I was placed on a bed and begun to revive and be like myself; 
yet I hadn*t strength to raise myself or turn round, but the happy feeling 
of returning health and consciousness was delightful. The sea breeze was 
fanning me and playing on my wan cheek, when, in my enjoyment, I 
perceived a hand advancing on my pillow, but I had not strength to look 
up and back to see the face, yet the hand touched my cheek and was 
deadly cold. The touch gave me artificial life, and I forced my head up 
and saw the glistening eyes and the pale face of what I thought my own 
Mary, but oh! how changed, how pointed her chin, how sunken her 
cheeks, and how slim the finger on her lip, which trembled with weakness. 
She evidently made signs to me to be silent and secret, and what would I 
not do to have her beside me. 

She leant on my pillow, and I could perceive that her elbow made no 
impression on it. Her gentle breath passed over me in the wintry air, 
and I tried to stop it with mine. The sun shone, and I could see the 
pretty meeting of our breaths, but hers was clearer and whiter than the 
sun-beams. To-day they gave me food, and I had some appetite, though 
not of the craving kind, and I gained strength by little and little. 

December 11th, — ^The Captain helps me to walk, and the Silent Lady 
(as he calls my Mary) walks on my other side. He asked me if she was 
dumb, as he believed no one had heard her speak, and if I was related to 
her. I was afraid to answer these questions as the finger on the lip was 
before my eyes, yet from day to day my uneasiness has abated, and 
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whatever my fate I felt the more reconciled to it. I think my Mary may 
possibly be even ray guardian angel. 

At all events, I feel prohibited from talking about her, she has inspired 
me with a silent reverence. I whisper to myself that she may be Mary'a 
ghost, but I have nothing to decide me one way or the other. We walk 
lip and down and spiritually understand each other. Her eyes converse- 
with mine ; but, 1 if they should ever shine without that mysterioua 
veil as of shadow — but let me not try to write it, or I shall die. 

December 22nd.'- ♦ ♦ » » » 

(There are many entries omitted intentionally, as they are much the same.) 

January Ist. — Here is New Year's Day, and nothing new to write 
down. My unearthly companion is still with me, but I have got to be 
no longer afraid of watching her. What all this will end in I cannot telL 
Will she meet me in Barbadoes like herself, will she be really my Mary — 
am I in a dream ? and shall I wake up to find her a substance ? It may 
be that the sea air has spiritualized her dear body, and that the mortality 
will come to her again when her feet touch the ' terra firma,' and Bh» 
breathes the air of land. This fatal dream seems to have no end, and yet 
it must, and 1*11 believe that providence intends my happiness, bat now 
])uts me to the test of patience, prudence and forbearance. I must bido- 
ray time. 

January lith,—A little incident has made me fall back into my first 
fears. Last night, as we were walking on deck in the light of the rising 
full moon, my mournful companion happened to be before me, and had 
actually turned round to look at me, and see, as I supposed, if I were 
following her. The large full moon was behind her, when to my horror I 
could see its/orm through her^ and it illuminated the back of her head, 
and showed me once again those death-like eyes, I sunk down at the sight,, 
and although I closed my eyes that I might not see hers again and die, 
yet even then I could see the eyes faiutly, and dared not open mine — ^not 
even when 1 felt her cold dead hand pass over them. How should I ever 
get up and recover myself, and what was to follow ? Suddenly a dozen 
voices cried out, " Land, land," and every one rushed on deck. In my 
amazement I looked round, and found my visionary companion leaning ou 
my shoulder. 

Wo soon neared land, and all was bustle. The confusion of boats, 
voices, waves, and distant hubbub turned my head. I looked about and 
found that my companion was nowhere visible. I sought through tho 
ship, waited until ever}' one had left, and then alone, with my baggage 
following, I proceeded to the Barbadoes Custom House. 

January 25th. — Here I am, with everything settled. My law business 
was easy, and although it required my presence, yet it was soon done, and 
I had the happiness to be the possessor of ninety thousand pounds in 
money, and more than half that sum in local property. 

This increased my anxiety to return to my anxious parents and my 
dear Mary. Throe weeks had I passed, and no sign of her or her spirit 
on land. My eye looked everywhere for her, but looked in vain. 
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February l^tth. — ^My property all arranged, I proceeded to embark again 
in the Maria Crou;ther, and felt a more substantial man, aye, and equal 
to meeting ghosts. The passengers were aniviDg on board, when a veiled 
lady passed me, and it at once struck me that she was my former 
mysterious companion. This time the Captain was impressed, and 
demanded of her if she was a regularly passed passenger, and her fare paid. 
She answered not, but produced a paper signed, which satisfied him, and I 
saw him bow to her, his eyes downcast, yet following as much as they 
•dared. 

F^fruary 15^A. — ^In the morning I saw her sitting on the deck, and 
looking on the sea in the same gown, the same attitude, and the same 
place. We resumed our acquaintanceship silently. But at last I began 
to weary of, as well as dread, this apparition of my love, yet without one 
'Charm of my dear Mary, for the face had death in its silent horror, and 
the eyes something more, let, as I say, we resumed our companionship 
fmd our silent conversation, though I confess I had less and less inclina- 
tion to speak. My days are passing in perpetual gloom " Here the 

journal breaks off, and the reader must follow the account of Dr. Magnus. 
His daughter died on the 2ud of December, suddenly, of paroxysm of the 
heart, and was buried at Plymouth. 

The ship in which James WooUey was returning was wrecked off the 
Bahama Islands. The Captain, three sailors, and two of the passengers 
were saved. He was one of the two, the silent lady the other. But ere 
long he died of hunger and thirst, and when the castaways proceeded to 
throw the body into the sea, the silent lady jumped from the raft after it, 
imd sank, never to rise. All the property was made over to old Mr. and 
Mrs. WooUey, and they lived to a great age. They often referred to 
this very journal which we now print, and which was singularly preserved 
by the Captain's supposing it of value as appertaining to the Woolley estate. 

The historical romance, called at 'first * The Dead Hand' 
And afterwards 'Love's Triumvirate,' was begun, as has 
already been noted, at an early date, and long before its 
author's departure from Italy, though it was not finished till 
the summer of 1863, two years after his return to Borne. 
It is the only literary composition by Severn — apart from 
his autobiographical reminiscences — which has any claim 
to serious consideration. In length it fully equals the 
ordinary three-volume novel. The plot is a suflSciently 
good, if not a strikingly original one, and the incidents 
are fairly well evolved and of continuous interest. No part 
of the romance lends itself to excerption, so it would be 
useless to quote a chapter, or even portions of chapters. 

The story opens at the time of the Inquisition in Borne, 



and vhea the severest search was made for heretical books. 
One day, at tlio customs-office, a box is ojpened, vhicb 
apparently contaias nothing save a human hand. A certain 
Padie Ambrosio orders the box to be nailed up again, and 
then takes it away with hiui; in the privacv of bis own 
apartment he r<?«pen3 it, and finds a long narrative in MS. 
He reads this carefully, and ultimately, instead of making 
the matter kuown to the higher authorities of the Inquisition^ 
replaces the MS. in the box besitle the shrivelled hand, and 
sends the package to the address in Saxuuv nhich he had 
found duly indicated. 

So much for the prologue. The story, as set forth in the 
MS. discovered by Padre Ambrosio. follows in Chapter IL 
In this chapter the reader is introduced to two young 
officers, Hermau and Gabriel, in the army of Charles the 
Fifth, who are discussing the absorbing topic of the time, 
the Beformation, and incidentally their own prospects. 
Gabriel is indifferent to the great cause so long as all goes 
well with his own fortunes: Herman b a determined 
enthusiast. The scene is changed in the following chapter 
to the interior of a convent in the Campo Vaccino at Borne. 
There the Abbess, Donna Chiiim. i\ bigot, rigorously rules 
twelve nuns, one or two of whom, nevertheless, are aware of 
the great changes which are taking place in that outer 
world of whose sinful doings they are supposed to know 
so little. These would-be rebels determine to escape liom 
Donna Chiara's tyranny. By a daring, and what would be 
uow-a-days an impossible ruse, they attract the attention of 
two young German officers, who chance to he in Rome on 
a mission, and to be passing by the convent ; almost needless 
to say, the young officers are Herman and Gabriel. But 
the reader does not reach the end of this episode in 
Chapter IV., where, instead, he is conducted to the hotisc 
of the great painter, Titian, then with his daughter 
residing in Borne. Some of Titiau's pictures are described, 
particularly his ' Danae,' so much admired by Michel 
Angelo. It happens that the famous artist's daughter 
^whom Severn throughout calls " Signorn Titian," strange 
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as the mistake may seem for an Anglo-Italian) has a friend 
in the convent of the Abbess Donna Chiara ; and one day, 
after a visit to her, she returns to find that the two young 
German officers have come to her father's studio to see his 
portrait of the Emperor Charles. Titian asks her about 
her friend, and Herman overhears and is deeply interested 
in her reply. Finding her visitors sympathetic, she speaks 
strongly against the imprisonment of Sister Teresa, contrary 
to the promise made when she entered the convent ; and, 
in her narrative, includes Sister Teresa's great friend. Sister 
Clara Colonna. She has no portrait of the former, but 
shows a miniature of Sister Clara to Herman, who is startled 
to recognise the features of one whom he had met a year 
ago, and had straightway fallen in love with. 

Next day " Signora Titian " visits Teresa again, and 
learns that, in her efforts to attract the attention of the 
German officers whom she had seen passing, she had 
recognised a young noble who had admired her before her 
seclusion, though she had had no intercourse with him. This, 
of course, is Gabriel. It is ultimately arranged that Teresa 
and Clara attempt to escape by one of the windows in the 
garden of the convent, one which Teresa knows to be 
insecure. When the time is at hand, the two young men 
take up their position under the Arch of Titus and wait ; 
but, suspecting that they are watched, they feign intoxica- 
tion. As a matter of fact the Padre Ambrosio and the 
Abbess have had their suspicions aroused, though the latter 
is too much occupied with Lady Vittoria Colonna, who is 
a guest at the convent, pending her departure for Viterbo, 
to pay much extra heed to her nuns. Herman and Gabriel 
have reluctantly to leave with their object unfulfilled. 
Meanwhile Herman has fraternised with an Italian novelist, 
an unconventional scribe, who writes his novdle only from 
actual incidents witnessed by himself, and, when subjects fail 
him, does not hesitate " to provoke people to an episode " 
as he euphemistically puts it. From this individual 
Herman learns much that confirms him in his devotion to 
the cause of the Reformation. 
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In tlic tenth chapter there is a description of a gmnd 
toarnament in the Colosseum. Herman at ]ast entcni the 
lists, and challenges a Boman noble, nhom be rauquishcti 
only to discover that he is the brother of Sister Teresa. 
They fraternise forthwith, and Count Orsini la obligingly 
commuuicutiTe. He explains why his siBter was puoifihed 
by immurement in the conrent ; warns his compunioii aboat 
the espionage that everywhere prevails ; and incidentaUy 
mentions that two implicated individuals (how or why 
implicated is not very clear) are to be Lumed next day 
in the Piazza di San Claudio. Thither (in Chapter XI.) 
Hermau goes on the morrow. Of the two condomoed un- 
fortunates one is an Italian and the other a Gennan ; and 
in the latter he recognises his cousiu, who had been for 
iive years studying at the Human College. Herman is in 
time to save his cousin's life, by an appeiil to one of tlie 
Emperor's high o£SciaIs who is pres(.-nt, though he is unable 
to get a reprieve for the Itiilian, who suSerH death at tlie 
stake. The reprieved cousiu is left in prison, while in 
Chapter XII. Herman and Gabriel plan anew the reacite of 
the &ir nuns. When all is ready they go the Coloeseom 
at sundown and wait in the dusk till the moon has risen, 
when they more further into the darkness near the walls 
of the convent garden. They descry the nnns, but Donnas 
Teresa and Clara indicate their inability to help them- 
selves, though they can do so only by gestures. The rescue 
has again to be postponed. Meanwhile the cousin has, 
owing to the Emperor's request, been set at liberty. He 
joins Herman and Gabriel, and offers to assist them in 
carrying off the imprisoned ladies by force. This, however, 
is too great a risk for them. There the three com- 
panions go to the catacombs — mainly so aa to give the 
author an opportunity to describe these subterranean 
haunts of the refugees and conspirators and suspicions 
characters of Borne, as, at the period in question, the cata- 
combs were. Ultimately it is arranged that the cousin, 
who is a young priest of noble family, and Count Orsini, 
are to deceive the abbess during a nocturnal ceremony in 
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the Church of the Via Crucis. It is a special occasion, and 
the abbess and nuns are preoccupied with the picturesque 
and strange procession by candlelight which moves before 
them. Count Orsini tries to see his sister, but she is not 
yisible. It is clear to him that a closer watch than 
ever is kept upon Teresa, and he determines to give 
Herman and Gabriel all the assistance he can for her 
rescue. Even Don Grogorio, the priestly cousin, with an 
engaging gallantry at variance with his vows and pro- 
fession, offers to become a practical partner in the escapade. 
Indeed it is he who, in company with the two officers, 
make the new attempt. They have rope-ladders, duly con- 
cealed, and hope for success; but when they draw near, 
they perceive three stalwart young priests forming a night- 
watch just outside the convent. Don Gregorio advances 
alone, gets into pious conversation with the priests, and 
manages to allure them inside the chapel of the convent. 
Herman and Gabriel make the most of their opportunity. 
Having mounted the ancient wall and descended into the 
garden, they succeed in gaining the window of the room 
where Teresa is kept. When they have wrenched away 
the feeble iron bars, they discover that Clara is there also. 
The two nuns are hurriedly helped to descend, and are then 
<;lad in the disguising robes which their rescuers brought 
with them; whereafter, the outward wall having been 
cleared, all four at last safely reach the deserted Forum. 
Here, however, Clara's excitement overcomes her, and 
she faints. The ensuing chapter abruptly leaves the 
fortunes of the lovers. The author describes Titian in his 
studio at the Vatican, before his portrait of Pope Paul HI. 
The painting is put out to dry in the sunshine, and the 
passers by all kneel reverentially before it, notwithstanding 
its "ferocious look." Then follow some reflections and 
moralisings. In the seventeenth chapter we meet again 
the peripatetic Boman novelist, who, delighted with having 
got so many " bits " for his next story from Herman, tries 
to provoke him into "odd courses; among others, to set 
Are to the convent, so as to give him (this gay mannerist) 

B 
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an oppurtuiiity to describe from the life the pictUFesqiie 
dBstiuction of a convent by Greek Fire." He, however, 
assures Herman that he has the power to extin^ish the 
flames readily — "at least sufficiently to save the yoanwer 
nuns." This, it moat be explained, occnra before ihe 
incident of the escape of the nuna. 

There is now ii return to this erent. The novelist is 
in the Church by the Via Sacra, when he heats n tomult 
without, fallowed by cries indicating that nuna are beings 
carried away. There is a wild commotion, and then; n»akl 
be a stampede, did not the abbess enter with her nuns 
(less two), and at tho same time order the guards to 
surround the exits and let no one pass. But all precautious 
are too late. Gabriel has helped Teresa to the spot where 
the horses had been left, and in a few seconds he and she 
are well away on the lonely road leading from the western 
woUb of Rome to Ustia. Cut Herman, in endeavouring to 
follow with the unconscious Clara, stumbles over a recently 
excavated antique group and falls into the gaping hole in 
the ground, with the result that he is stuunetl, and poor 
Clara's leg is broken. Before ho can resume his eflorl to 
escape, the giianls have found that their birds hjidflnuii; 
and in a few minutes the whole mob of soldiers, priests, 
and excited people bears down upon the unfortunates, who 
are soon visible in the torchlight. Herman attempts to 
defend himself but is soon overpowered, while Clara is 
carried back to the convent in a half-dying condition, 
notwithstanding the singularly asathetic pleasure of the 
convent-doctor, who happens to be on the spot, and does 
not wish the fair nun to be removed, " as she is in such a 
fine attitude." 

In the next chapter Clara is described as being in agony, 
and almost near death. " Signora Titian " has visited her, 
and has obtained permission for the Emperor's surgeon to 
attend and do what he can for the broken limb ; yet she is 
not at ease, for she notices a peculiar and stem expression 
on the face of the bigoted abbess. ^Vhen the bone has 
been set, and all are gone, the nuns tenderly carry Clara 
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back to her cell, though the oldest sister horrifies her by 
whisperingly warning her that she had better die at once, 
as it is the abbess's intention to follow the old-time punish- 
ment, and to have her bricked up, to die in starvation and 
misery. Finally this awful news comes to the ears of 
" Signora Titian," who, unable to credit it, confides in her 
father, who, however, confirms the rumour and adds that 
nothing can be done. The unfortunate girl is not even to 
be allowed to take farewell of her brother. Everything is 
done to save her, but without avail ; and the several plots 
for rescue all fall through. Even the motive-hunting Eoman 
novelist haunts the neighbourhood, and tries to persuade 
the priests of the convent to " some romantic extremity.*' 
Poor Clara is in horror and despair, though a faint gleam 
of hope comes to her after a visit from the Padre Ambrosio, 
With outward severity he denounces her as a heretic and 
evil-doer, but she imagines she sees a pitying and even 
meaning look in his eyes as, unseen, he slips a sealed paper 
into her hand. 

The narrative of Gabriel and Teresa is now taken up. 
They reached Ostia, and hoped to find a vessel about to 
sail from Fiumicino ; but were disappointed. Gabriel bribes 
a peasant woman to sell her festal dress, and with this 
Teresa disguises herself in the semblance of a charming 
contadina. He too disguises himself as a peasant, and keeps 
away from Teresa, while, to still further avert suspicion 
from the guards at Ostia, he chops wood all day in the 
neighbouring pine forest of Fusano, whither Teresa carries 
him his dinner at noon. But ere long she succumbs to 
the malarious air that ever broods around Ostia, and, in 
order to save her life, Gabriel goes to Kome, disguised as 
a peasant, so as to procure the services of a doctor. He 
seeks " Signora Titian," who refuses to apply to the Court 
Doctor, and at the same time tells him of the sad fate 
hanging over Donna Clara. But at last he finds a doctor 
willing to accompany him. The physician, however, is 
suspicious that Teresa is no contadina, though he does not 

seem to have detected Gabriel for all his German accent 

b2 
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and ignorance of the vernacular ; at any rate he confides 
to him that he believes the invalid is none other than the 
escaped nun, for whose capture a large reward has been 
o£fered. It is now Gabriel's turn to be suspicious. He 
follows the doctor, and sees him speak to the Papal police 
at Ostia. He resumes his former disguise as a woodcutter, 
and he manages to mislead the doctor a little way into 
the forest. The man is jubilant at his discovery and in- 
cautiously betrays himself, so without more ado Grabriel 
raises his axe and cuts him down. In great fear that all 
is lost, he is returning to the cottage for what may be a 
last glimpse of Teresa, when, in the far roadstead, he 
descries a vessel, and one evidently getting ready to depart. 
With all haste he gains the cottage, takes Teresa in his 
arms, and places her on the cottager's donkey. By a short 
cut across the great swamp the refugees gain the shore 
while the police are still searching in an opposite direction, 
and succeed in getting safely aboard the vessel, whose 
sails are already set and anchor up. 

The next chapter is mainly devoted to the ecclesiastical 
trial of Donna Clara. Ultimately she is condemned to be 
bricked up alive, with a small supply of bread and water, 
and a single wick-light. Her one hope now is in the 
Emperor's doctor, of whom she has begged a last favour, 
to which he has assented. The chapter that follows is 
somewhat wearisomely occupied with the sayings and 
doings of the irrepressible Roman novelist; and it is a 
relief in the next again to follow the fortunes of Gabriel 
and Teresa. Just as the captain was about to lay-to for 
some late cargo which he saw arriving, Gabriel noticed a 
commotion at the spot where he had slain the treacherous 
doctor, and soon after cauglit sight of his and the nun's 
pursuers making for the shore. He at once told the 
captain a different version of his story, and offered him a 
heavv bribe to sail awav at once ; an offer which the mariner 
readily accepts, and gives prompt orders accordingly. 

Back again, in another chapter, to the unfortunate Clara, 
who is now calmly preparing to undergo her doom. The 
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Emperor's doctor, in saying farewell, admits that he has 
told her story to the vagrant novelist; whereat she begs 
him to secure the MS. at any price, and then secretly 
whispers some words in his ear. She then says good-bye 
to Titian's daughter, and sends a ''dying message" to 
her brother. It now appears that " Signora Titian " was 
interested in Donna Clara only because the nun was her 
proUgie ; once sentenced to be immured, Clara ceased to be 
interesting ! The lady therefore looks about for some one 
else, and ends by " adopting " the novelist, with whose story 
of 'The Unfortunate Nun' she is so delighted that she 
promises to show it to the great Aretino, then on his way 
to Eome. 

There is an abrupt departure from the main stream of 
narrative in the next chapter, which describes the persecu- 
tion of tlie Reformers in the north of Italy, their protection 
by the intrepid Duchess of Ferrara, and the departure 
for Ferrara of Titian and his daughter. But after this 
unnecessary interlude we are taken back to the convent, 
and to the hoi^ible ceremony of the walling up of the 
doomed nun. When the bricklayer has almost finished 
his work, Clara's sister-nuns take farewell of her, and then 
the last sacraments are» administered, while from the 
organ in the church is beard the solemn strain of the 
De Profundis. The breads water, and small lamp having 
next been placed in the aperture. Donna Clara is then lose 
to sight. 

In the following chapter is set forth the attempt of three 
pitying nuns to liberate their wretched sister. They have 
to wait till near dawn, but at last they reach her cell. In 
a short time they have removed some of the freshly- 
mortared bricks, but they find Donna Clara already dead. 
In their despair they do not hear the approach of the 
vigilant abbess, who finds them in flagrante delicto, and 
tells each that she is arrested. At the same time, Clara 
being dead, she allows the body to be taken out and laid 
upon the bed in the cell. The doctor is summoned, and 
after his inspection he entreats the abbess to permit 




him to perform a solemn prtimUe, namely to cut off 
Clara's left hand. The abbess refuses, but has to yield 
wlien be shows her the official authorisation. 

The doctor next obtains the history of Clara as nrittea 
ty the novelist, and this he encloses along with the severe"! 
hand in an oaken box which he has prepared. Finally, he 
places in it the lost will and testament of the aofortonate 
nim, and then, having made all secure, addresses it lo 
Herman in Saxony, whither that unlucky warrior bad pone 
when, at the instance of the Emperor, he was liberated from 
prison. This was the box which Padre Arabrosio, as an 
officer of the Inquisition, chanced to open ; and nhieh, aftor 
full consideration, he allowed to go fo its destination. 

Meanwhile Gabriel and Teresa have safely arrived in 
8axony, and it is they who, shortly before their marriage- 
feast, receive the box intended for Heman, who has not 
yet reached his home. When he does arrive, and in time 
for the festival, he is amazed at the contents of the box, 
but at last sees a meaning iu the band having been sent 
to him. He becomes a godly dreamer, and ultimately a 
derout Catholic. Faithful all his life to the memory of 
Donna Clara, he spends his latter years among the noble 
brotherhood of the monks of Monte Carona. 

Thus ends the romance of ' The Bead Hand.' Aa will 
readily be realised, it has enough matter to make a suc- 
cessful DOTeL Unfortunately, the execution sadly lags 
behind the conception, save in the purely descriptive and in- 
cidental passages. For one thing, the author is maddeningly 
indifferent in his use of bis personages* names. " Herman " 
is constantly made to do duty for " Gabriel," and vice versa ; 
and equally indiscriminate is his use of " Teresa " and 
" Clara," not to speak of occasional change to " Candida " 
for either " Clara " or " Teresa " or both. " Signora 
Titian " is the old friend of Clara, whom she never saw till 
in the convent, as often as of Teresa. At the rery time 
when Herman is in the convent garden endeavouring to 
escape with Teresa — no, Clara — he is also forgetfully repre- 
sented as engaged in conversation with the Boman novelist 
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hefore his attempt at rescue; while the muddle is further 
enhanced by the fact that this conversation takes place in 
the church at the moment the worshippers are disturbed 
by the shouting of the persons who had witnessed the 
escape of the nuns with Herman and Gabriel. As if to 
make confusion worse confounded, the hours of the vesper- 
service and the escape do not correspond. 

Yet, withal, there is enough in the novel to have made 
success fairly sure, if some judicious friend had revised the 
MS. for Severn. To the last he expected to make " a hit " 
with it, though it is doubtful if it ever was submitted to 
any English publisher. 

In his Diaries he gives a summary of a new novel, to 
be called *The Lost Throne,* which he projected in the 
summer of 1864. It was to be " founded on the incidents 
of the life of the ex-King of Naples, particularly on the facts 
within my own knowledge;" and the plot was "to turn 
mainly on the dark designs of the Jesuits." If the romance 
had been written as projected, its incongruities and im- 
probabilities would have handicapped it too heavily to 
make any success possible. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

B<tum to Borne — Severn and Keats — Meeting with and letters from 
Keat8*B sister, Mme. de Llanos — Letter from Geo. Keats's grandson — 
Letters from Chas. Cowden Clarke — ^Variants of the Keatd-miniature — 
Letter from Alfred Domett — ^A strange Trelawny letter — Letters 
from S. Kirkup — Strange conduct at St. Peter's — ^An amusing letter — 
Keats's Letters to Miss Brawne — Letters from J. T. Fields — Seveni 
and the ' Letters.' 

It was, says Seyem, one of the most thrilling moments in 
his life when, after close on twenty years' absence from 
Italy, he again saw Home across the Campagna, a hazy 
purple splatch in the distance. Formerly, he had slowly 
approached it from Naples, in that long first drive in Italy 
which he and Keats took together, one of them at least 
looking to Rome as the Mecca where salvation was to be 
found. Then, too, he was as poor in means as in reputation, 
and only his buoyant temperament enabled him to face 
confidently whatever hazards lay before him. Now he was 
returning to the city where his true home was, which he 
loved and knew better than that grimy London which was 
his birthplace though not his real ahna mater : going back 
after a long and successful career, and to a post of honour 
and influence. 

" Imagine mc^ Joseph Severn, the lad who was so accustomed to ill 
health and poverty: without social advantages, or even adequate training : 
who left home one wretched unforgettable night, and more as an outcast 
than as one going on an honourable venture : imagine mCj now, in my 
sixtits, a successful artist who has his works in all the great collections in 
England, and in no less than three Royal Private Galleries, going back to 
the Rome where name and fortune first came to me, as the chosen 
represmtative of the British Empire \ I am proud as well as grateful to 
be r>ritish Consul at Rome: but I think I would gladly slip back forty 
years, to be cnce again travelling to Italy with my beloved Keats, and 
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even to be ia Rome tending him again, for all the suffering and anxiety of 
that bitter time. But the more I think of it the more thankful I am for 
the eventful course of my life. What would our poor father have said 
had he known that his * little Joe' would one day be British Consul to the 
Papal Dominion ?" 

Elsewhere Seyem records how, though he visited the 
grave of Keats soon after his return and did so not only 
" without pain but with a proud exidtation," he never, from 
the first days of his Consulship — or, indeed, from the time 
of Keats's death — was able to pass, " without the throb as of 
a wound at his heart," across the Piazza di Spagna from the 
Via Due Macelli eastward, or down to it by the western side 
of the Spanish Stairs. 

*' Here in Borne, as I write, I look back through forty years of worldly 
changes to behold Keats's dear image again in memory. It seems as if he 
Khould be living with me now, insomuch as I never could understand his 
strange and contradictory death, his falling away so suddenly from health 
and strength." 

In the * Adonais ' folio, again, he writes : 

" Till the future dares 
Forget the past." 

"It has forgot the past, and half a century confirms the change. 
Here in Rome, after this long internal, I am bewildered in trying to 
reconcile the glowing fame of Keats with his cruel death and extinction, 
for they belong to each other. To me it seemed at one time as though it 
were swept away for ever. His own touching line which he wished to be 
inscribed on his tomb, *Eere lies one whose name was writ in water^ 
gives the history of his sad fate but does not intimate the marvellous 
changes that fifty years have brought about, or that the name ' writ in 
water ' should now be written in the hearts and minds of all the lovers of 
poetry and humanity. Tliis was a 'consummation devoutly to be 
wished,' but who ever thought it was to be accomplished, who ever saw 
this bright spot on the trembling horizon, who ever thought that even the 
party-organs which endeavoured to destroy him would at last cherish 
his ashes, and make of his high achievement a jewel in the crown of 
Poesy? 

*' But this marvellous metamorphosis was not so much the infiuence of 
the Poet's immortal works as of the changes in the changing world, 
sometimes for the worse, sometimes for the better, but always an 
intellectual lottery in which the world delights. In this strange interval, 
I seem to have passed some five hundred years, so varied are the events 
and changes I have gone through, instead of having lived merely my 
present eighty years. 



" Dwelling ill tbe remembranee of my illusUious friend, I now sU (iowa 
io the enjoj'iueDt of s great victory lor which I seem to huve hrea liTiiig, 
and which naa in Btorc for the few perMoal friends of tbe Poet, 

"Twas ia the year of the Rolona Bill, 1830, tli&t I fint percdvcd • 
ruBtte of opiaicos, but not conji-cluring for a moment that it would or 
could call np the spirits of Shelley and Keats I did not Tenture to open 
my eyes, as ten yean bad t«ssed away in tbe darbness and oblivion of ao 
imgratelul world, when I una suddenly STnazed at the annanDCcmeDl tfaat 
Gttligiiani in I'atis was actually piiblialiing the works of these obtrmn 

"Shortly thereafter I received the editioo with the portrait of Ki«l« 
engraved from my drawing. I vaa unprepared for this deliglit, asid 
prepared myself against disillusion by striving to disbcllera ii, when 
ahortjy after 1 yins sought out at Rome hy miiny of our yotinger 
aristixracy, who then formed what was called 'young Eogland' and 
was composed of young men of varied inteliectiial accompli fthmentc, 
perticulariy in poetry. As they were amon^t the moat distiiigtiisb<ed 
iodividuals of the day I felt hucuured by the compliment to tbe dead 
[loete, but it was to me a riddle, as the farmer persecution of the two 
I>oetB was almost confined to the arit,tociatical party of the Conservatives. 
'llion politics ruled the world even of literature ; for all waa judged bj the 
f political bias. I was a great sufferer, after the death of Emts, from the 
I 8com and sneers parsed upon his memory, as be bad been a Liberal. 
Even tlie pathetic line on his tomb, ' Here ties one irhose nune ms writ 
in water,' was particularly made the object of ridicule. It was often 
rupeated to me like a Pasquinade ' Here lieti one whose name vaa writ in 
water and liis uwts in milk and n-aler.' But 1 will not go l>ack any 
longer in calling up these scornful incidents, but mther try ta aocount for 
this great mental revolotion. Perhaps the meet striking part of thia new 
drama was the mysticism in religious o[nDions which now became 
associated with Shelley's poetry, and 1 then for the first time beard him 
named a» l/it oniy religious pott of the age: whereas in his lifetime, 
particulariy when he mentioned me in his beautiful el^y on Keats, be 
was denounced as a vile mfidel ; and my friends^ when they saw my name 
in the * Adonais,' wrote to me imploring me to give up all acquaintance 
with this wicked man as it might ruin my career as an artist. Meantime, 
this compliment which Shelley paid me has procured me the endurii^; 
friendship of many distinguished men, and I may here paiticolarise Lord 
Houghton, who has written the admiiabte Life of Eeats, a work greater 
as it is the devotion of one poet to another, like that of Shelley to 
Keats." 

Following the quotation, in the ' Adonais ' folio, 

" To that high Capital where Kingly Death 
Keep* his pale Court in beauty and decay 
He came and bought with price of purest breath 
A grave among the Eternal," • " • 
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Severn has a note substantially the same as a passage 
which appeared in his article in the Atlantic Monthly. 

*' It only remains for me to speak of my return to Home in 1861, after 
an absence of twenty years, and of the favourable change and the enlarge- 
ment during the time of Eeats's fame, — ^not as manifested by now editions 
of his works, or by the contests of publishers about him, or by the way in 
which most new works are illustrated with quotations from him, or by 
the fact that some favourite lines of his have passed into proverbs, but by 
the touching evidence of his silent grave. That grave which I can 
remember as once the object of ridicule, has now become the poetic shrine 
of the world's pilgrims who care and strive to live in the happy and 
imaginative region of poetry. The head-stone, having twice sunk, owing 
to its faulty foundation, has been twice renewed by loving strangers, and 
each time, as I am informed, these strangers were Americans. Here they 
do not strew flowers, as was the wont of olden times, but they pluck 
everything that is green and liviug on the grave of the poet. The 
custodian tells me, that notwithstanding all his pains in sowing and 
planting he cannot ' meet the great consumption.' Latterly an English 
lady, alarmed at the rapid disappearance of the verdure on and around the 
grave, actually left an annual sum to renew it. When the Custode 
complained to me of the continued thefts, and asked what he was to do, I 
replied, * Sow and plant twice as much ; extend the poet's domain ; for, 
as it was so scanty during his short life, surely it ought to be yielded to 
him two-fold in his grave.' " 

In his Diary for 1861, also, Severn records his pleasure at 
meeting Senora de Llanos with her husband, son, and two 
daughters.* Her married daughter, too, was in Home at 
this time — her husband, Mr. Leopold Brockman, having an 
appointment as chief engineer of the Eoman railways. Mr. 
Brockman was shortly afterwards created a Count." t 

For reasons which will become apparent later on, I have 
decided to give here some letters of a much later period in 
Severn's life. Even among these there is no particular 
need of chronological sequence : so I will print first three 
or four dated in 1877, each of the first three having direct 
connection with Eeats's sister, Sefiora de Llanos — who, it 
may be added, visited Borne and saw Severn on more than 

* Sefiora de Llanos' only son was named after her illustrious brother. 
Sefior John Keats de Llanos is still living in Spain. 

t Sefiora de Llanos' eldest daughter was, as Contessa Brockman, one of 
the models for Severn's picture of 'The Marriage of Cana,* painted in 
1863. 



i oocasioii just referred to.* Those who realise the 
d onderlying the digmty of this letter, aud ate 
! of the circumstances of Frances Keats's latt 
be glad to know that relief, though late, did coq 
tier need. It may be added that abe sanriTed I 
* Ahei omxly sereaty rears. Her death happ 
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, in 1689. 
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"5, ValU lU lAUa, 

" Bam'a di Salammca, 

" Madrid, July 27th [18771. 1 



.flptmUh frieud of oura, trho u 
i^t. He t«IU me that he ca.. 
iweiog you, u you were at the 
" A sbort time unoe I 
. Infoimiiig me that he is i 
'-with (he life and poetry ol 
th« people meDttoned in 
.page '228, whoso Daoira are n 
'IflJbrniatioi) on tbe subject, 
illierc U DO doubt tLnt the li 
'U she was not an Eut Indian, e 



' well-b^ng, I commUuoctad. 
tut, to pay jnu a visit ud 
Ij.. ■ou ; but had not tbe pleMU 
; your uesta. 

Iter from Mt, Biuttoa Porman, 

n a work which bos conoeotloti 

ir ; and he is aosious to iilontily 

u'a 'Life and Lettera,' vuL L* 

Of course I can give bim &ii 

-( appear to in 

.aentioned wu Dot Miss Bntiri 

1 uad Bbe a f^raadfather living at 
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"Do you still coaCinue living ivith your Eaglish friends, in peace and 
tnmquillity, your obiidreo well roaicied, and prwperoua, so that you have 
coJy to care for yoor health, and maint^a yonr old cheeifQlnew whidi Is 
more valuable than gold, and all the vanities it may prociire? Do you 
adll amaae yonnblf with your painting? 

** For ounelves we hare nnrortnoately gone dmra In the worid, waA ^ 
to a fourth floM. 

" Unfortunately we lent oar capital to Leopc^ and all hM dfa^^wtd. 
He has been unoccupied for aome time, aad oxweqiiently m^A oiH 
bartassed. He ia now, however, IKrector of tho Bailioad of Jtaua lad 
Sanlucar, bat as he has six children, and many debts to pay, he can gh* 
na but very little asaktAnce. Do yon think yon coold obUia a pendtn 
for me through Mr. Gladstone ? If it is not nnpleamnt to yon, jon ndght 
make the request to him ; but on no account if you feel the least dUika to 
ask bim a (avoor. 

" In one of the English papers a short time since I saw that the Qoaen 
had granted a pension of £100 to each of the three gnat grandchildRn of 
De Foe. 

* When OD her first visit to Borne, SeDora F, Keata de Llanos planted 
two bay-trees beside her brother's grave. 
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" How are Eleanor and Arthur? When yoa write remember us kindly 

to them. 

'* Mr. LlanoB and family join me in warmest wishes for your health and 

happiness, and believe me to remain, 

" Yours most sincerely, 

** F. Keats db Llanos." 

Before she wrote to Seyern again, in the early autumn of 
the same year, she received the following letter from an 
unknown grand-nephew, Mr. John Gilmer Speed, the 
grandson of George Eeats : 

" No. 35, Park Bow, New York City, 

« July 29th, 1877. 
** Dear Madam, 

" When I say that I am a grandson of George Keats, I feel sure 
that I forestall the necessity for an apology for addressing you. 

" On account of recent publications in regard to John Keats, includin<; 
Haydon's Autobiography, and several newspaper articles, one of which I 
fiend you by this mail — an unusual interest is excited regarding your 
brother's history. Several of these articles have revived stones that it 
would have been better never to have touched ; but having been written 
about, I deem it were well that they should be truthfully told. In 
Haydon's Autobiography he says that during Keats's last year he was 
-nearly always under the influence of strong drink, and that his spirits rose 
and sank according to his potations. You will notice iu one of the letters, 
in the newspaper I send you, that John Keats wrote his brother Greorge, 
that he, on account of Haydon's disregard for his moneyed obligations, 
could never be Mends with him again. It occurs to me, that in denying 
this story — if it could be done on good authority — ^this remark about 
Haydon could be used with effect, as showing that two years previous to 
Keats's death the intimate relations of which Haydon speaks and through 
which he gained the knowledge imparted, did not exist. The papers are 
making much of Keats's ' Charmian,* and, on what they say is Mr. Dilke's 
authority, assert that she was not only cold to him living, but indifferent 
to his memory after he was dead. This does not accord with what Lord 
Houghton has said on the same subject. Another story is that my 
grandfather was so sensitive on the subject of the family origin, that it has 
never been correctly chronicled ; others boldly assert that, like Jesus of 
Nazareth, the poet was bom in a manger. My excuse for calling your 
attention to these matters is that I intend writing a biography of John 
Keats ; and would be glad to get your testimony in regard to the subjects 
herein mentioned, and also any other information you might kindly suggest. 
If to this you will give your earliest convenience I will feel that a very 
great kindness has been conferred. Please understand that under ordinary 
circumstances I regard the discussion of such subjects as these very indeli- 
cate, but inasmuch as they have already arisen, I think they had as 
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well be disposed of. If my mother was here she would send her loTe to> 
you, as it is I do it for her. Believe me to be with feelings of great respect, 
dear Madam, your faithful and obedient servant, 

" Jno. Gilmer Speed." 

It is naturally not surprising to learn that this communi- 
cation was '' anything but pleasant " to the sister of Keats. 
Her letter to Severn is sufficient, even if other overwhelm- 
ing testimony did not exist, to prove the gross untruth 
of Haydon's allegations. 



'* 5, Calle de Lista, Madrid^ 

" Sept. 3, 1877. 
" My dear Mr. Severk, 

*' I enclose to you a letter which I have received from the grandson 

of my brother George, which is anything but pleasant to me. I have not 

seen the Autobiography of Haydon ; but from what my nephew says it 

contains a shameful calumny against my dear brother. Though perfectly 

persuaded of its falsity I have not the means of answering it in such a 

manner as to prove it a falsehood. Tell me, can an answer be given strong 

enough to remove the only stain upon a character so pure and noble, or 

must we bear it with patience ? 

" It seems my nephew intends writing another biography. I am sorry 
for it, as I don't think he will improve upon Lord Houghton's or rather 
yours, where all has been said, and said well. 

" How sorry I am that John is not in Rome to copy for me your 
* Marria_'e uf Cana' — aihl the * Pot of Basil.' As you suppose, he is doin;:: 
very little, he is so shy and serious that he dues not manage to introduce 
himself among jx^ople who might be of service to him.* Rosa has made 
great iTo^ress in mus'c, and is quite a professor. 

" 1 can't understand how you could ever liave had enemies, you who are 
&o kind and desirous vi serving everybody. After all you are a iu«'>t 
fortunate fellow to have obtained two ]Mjnsions, when you could only have 
expected one. I cannot express to you my regret at not lx?ing able to 
send my subscription for the tomb of my dear brother. It seems the 
original st^ne has not been removed, but rei^ired and raised, and a low 
wall of stone has been placed around the grave. Do you know whether 
the two bay tn-es 1 planted still remain? 

** I return vou my wannest thanks for vour sincere interest in mv 

^ V w * 

welfare. 1 mentioned !Mr. Gladstone as likely to serve me, from the ^reat 
admiration he feels for the genius of my illustrious brother. Thoui:jh he 
is not in oftke, he must have many acquaintances of influence. You will 



* Keats's nephew, John Keats de Llanos, in ad«iition to a certain artistic 
fncultv, inherited that literary bias which in some degree characterised 
lacii "f tiie Keats familv. 
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do well to apply also to Lord Houghton, he may perhaps feel inclined to 
sjrve me. 

** Our kindest rememhrances to Eleanor and Arthur.* Believe me, 

•* Very sincerely yours, 

" F. Keats de Llanos." 

On the occasion of her second visit to Kome, in the late 
autumn of 1863, Severn saw her and her family frequently. 
In his Journal-entry for 29th October he writes: "Last 

night she and I talked over all our cares and 

felicities like brother and sister ; " and from several other 
entries during the next three or four months it is clear 
that Keats's sister was again and again a useful adviser and 
mediator in certain difficulties in which Severn was then 
involved. He wrote an enthusiastic account of their 
friendly intercourse to Chas. Cowden Clarke, who, early in 
February, wrote the following pleasant note : 

" Villa Novello, 
" Crosa^ L. Giacomo, 
" Genoa, Feb. 11, 1864. 
" My dear Severn, 

"For many, and many a day I have not been so charmed and 
interested with a letter, as by the one you sent me [us] the other day, — 
and, like a thorough man of business — tvith no date to it. 

" That meeting with Mrs. Llanos was equal — and with your description 
of it — to a pure romance. Lord ! how palpably does the event represent 
itself to me, my seeing her, — a very young child, walking round the grass- 
plot in our garden at Knfield, with her brothers ; and my mother saying, 
* That is a very sweetly behaved child I ' If I recollect correctly — she 
most resembled her brother Oeorge, who was very like his mother. John 
was the only one in face and figure like the father. Mr. Llanos I think I 
saw but once, and then casually. I believe he was a very fine fellow ; by 
which (of course) I mean that he was a Liberty man. I suppose she is 
alone in the world with her daughters. Remember me most kindly to her, 
accompanied by every cordial wish for her happiness. It was, indeed, 
worth while to have written that little memento of her noble-hearted, as 
well as noble-minded brother — to have the reward — ^the last in the world 
I should have expected, — the approbation and thanks of his sister, thinking 
all were gone. With regard to what you propose in your letter respecting an 



* Twin children of Mr. and Mrs. Severn: bom in London in 1841. 
When, in 1861, Severn went to Rome as Consul, his wife was too great an 
invi^d to ^o with him. She died at Marseilles in April, 1862. Her 
husband arrived just too late to see her again in life. 



«56 



Lm OF JOSKPH aMfmoL 



portiDt ft woriE^ if al aqj time I wfie ipoftiiy, far, if jM ••• ft>1fB||jBA 
p^pn at ali» 7W will kimr thiftllMyiDdl SM la Om 
VMDft 4oadilaaadilioiiof8kakiqpwnteOMMD,Brtl«i^aaiGal|i^ 
pMiajBOttlMnirilliiiotoa; aach Hob cotttalnlng twoill iMlraliou aliy Satooi 
•-and beantiiyiy cxaeotod. Tlia iUid Ha niUL ba out oa SatanliT^ 
jMtt TUi imdvtaldiig wlU oeoofgr aa Imt maoj noi^ 
yoawliallwilldo; ifgr^vitt olapjfOQrdMMldarto tibawhaal^aidjaid 
allyoakaoirs and induoe Kr. Jiii^^ti^fiat (bj tii^ vij, wImi la kaT) ^ 
lu^joa; and If joa adU faiooipoiila mj wmjnkowoii^ I friU aaa ite 
!|)OQk^roqi^tlit|«Mi far yoQ. Hmmoii^ tolia abettarlliiaririai. 
ly iww aiiragiaw^ Hdawa toid ma tliafe Oo^wtq^ 
cfHiaao-aakd'IifoofKeata.* IfwaahoiildnMeiCwliiobltmimaaj; 
and, padiapib^Ka long) I could talk moohnioia of tiilam^^ la 

iha nMsatimi^ tidnk ovw tbla pvopoaid of sii&6u And, njr dear Sataal 
adiih a nuiltitada of awaat thooi^ta of past happgrtimea aoulng oiar ma— 
Wail-iialk, and othar aoenai;— With Maiy*! and my kindeit ncuds 
. kaUata ma^ jowa in pwleGt rinoeiity, 

^^a Oowimv Glabol" 



Boom may be foond for the foUowing ezooipts ficom 
CSiaa. Gowden Clazke'a lettera of a later date. The fint, 
dated 1864^ ia in aeknowledgment of SeTem'a Keata^otiefe 
mihe<AilaiitbHonihly*forl863. Theaeoondiaaddieend 
to Olaia Noyello, then staying with the Severns. The others 
will be noted by all interested in the subject of Keats's 
portraits. Many of these, which pass as the work of Severn, 
are certainly not by him. Chas. Brown, Seymour Kirkup, 
and others, known and unknown, made copies : some good, 
some bad. Among Severn's own authentic replicas there 
are one or two of markedly inferior quality. The reader 
should consult Mr. Buxton Forman's excellent paper on the 
subject in the first volume of his monumental edition of 
Keats's writings. 

** ViHa Novdlo, Via San Giacamoy Oenoa, 

•• September 13th, 1864. 
" My dear Severn, 

<* I have indeed much to thank you and your amiaUe daughter for 
in the rich packet that reached me two or three days ago ; assure her that 
I feel her kindness in undertaking such a task, very sensibly. Tis true the 
* labour was one of love,' both for the matter copied and for the honoured 
and cherished Author of the work. 

"And as regards the composition itself, I have been exceedingly 
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interested, both in the variety of incident and in the easy and unhackneyed 
character of your diction. 

" Your account of Rogers, I confess, both astonished and shocked me ; I 
had conceived so different an opinion of the man. Of Walter Scott — ^no ! 
I was not * astonished.' Never can I forget that he was a promoter, if not 
a proprietor, of the * Beacon,* one object in the starting of which infamous 
publication was, to extinguish Hunt and Keats. 

" Hunt could complain of no just warfare ; but what offence had the 
Boy-poet committed, except that of having been praised by a Radical. 
Scott was a brilliant genius, but wonderfully remote from being a ' Great 
Man.' 

•* One point in your article (since you handsomely require my honest 
(^innion) I must regret the publishing, and that is, the last moments of 
our beloved Keats. By the tone and character of your narration you have 
led the world to believe that he was an unbeliever in Christianity, a 
circumstance totally unknown to any person beyond his own circle : for 
there is no trace of such a fact before the public from his own writings. 

** Now if you suppose that any reader of the * Churchman,' the * Guar- 
dian,' the 'Watchman,' or the 'Record' (the bulk of the so-called 
Religious World) will be moved one hair's breadth in their opinion of his 
reformation from your description, I think you are of an easy faith— for a 
man of the world. 

"With respect to your proposed plan for illustrating the * Adonais,' 
Ac, &c., of this I cannot but think with glowing anticipation. Mary 
echoes me ; and Alfred — who is worth his whole race for a publishing 
opinion — said instantly, ' What a charming book it would make 1 ' I 
therefore strenuously advise your instantly making your arrangements 
with a publisher (why not Moxon?) and setting tooth-and-nail to work, so 
as to be out, if possible, neck-and-neck with Houghton's life. 

"All that we can say about Emma's movements is naught; of her 
thoughts^ that they are constantly upon *Dear Rome!' 'Rome first, 
Rome last, Rome midst, and without end.' 

"Hoping to hear early news of your being hard at work; and with 
kindest regard from my Mary and all, believe ever, my dear Severn, that 
I am yours most truly, 

" C. CowDEN Clarke. 

" Give my kindest regards to Madame Llanos, and tell her that I have 
her little figure now before me walking with her brothers round the 
gnuw-plot'* 

" May 3, 1875. 
"How you will stare to see a letter (even of two lines) from me ! But 
the fiict is, I long to have what I have been led to expect from my 
honoured and valued old friend, Severn. Will you then do me the 
kindness to say that I hope he will fulfil his promise and send me his 
sketch for the tomb of Keats ? Whether it be altogether what he himself 
may approve, it will infallibly tend to, and even ensure the result of its 
future establishment. I have completed what I intended to add to the 

S 



fatuns «>liticia of mj ' Iliicol lections,' in wLich I liaTc included the lut 
MODet, with hJB iioble sad perfect frienti's Jinl sketch profile; and lie 
latt profoundly affecting oae. If be have any other Art record of our 
beloved, and my scbool-lxi^ comjiMiion, and lencber, I Bhooll gntefull; 
include it with the precious tatalogue already prumisod tu me." 



"DeabSkvern, "June 1!, IB. a. 

" Accept my cordial tbonka for the truly kind message you sent me 
through Sir Tincent Eyre in the letter you addreseed to him here awattlH? 
his arrival in Gonok. He called uiion us a few days ago, buying been 
ddayed on his ivay by visiting Pisa, &c^ &c^ and nhen he came lie: Uld 
us tbnt you had obligingly ootn missioned him to say that you have 
various memorials of our beloved Keats which yon would place al our 
dispoaal when you know the nature of the book I propose brining out 
relative to bim. The book will consist of a r«print (with some additkms) 
of my ' ItecoUections of John Keats ' in the form of an el^ant )llustTBt«-l 
drawing-room book, and the iltostraliona would include yotir beantiful 
profile-portrait of the young poet's head (of nbicb I posMfls an excellent 
copy made by my lust brother-in-law, Edward Novello) ; a fae-eimile of 
his autograph presentation of his first volume of poems to myself; a 
foe-simile of the manuscript sonnet he wrote into my copy of Chaucd"* 
' Flower and the Lca^' &c To these would be added that exquisite and 
most touching sketch of Eeala asleop during his lost illocas, by yourself; 
•od (in consequence of your now expreBBcd generous intentioii of furniiJuiig 
me with them) the ' MacpiOtials ' mentioned by Sir Vincent Byre. 

"Tn case the publishers resolve upon producing the work in questMn, I 
shall iJiU fail to l-it yim know, fint I may request the fiilfilnicnl •■{ your 
very friendly promise, and meantime believe me to he, with affectionate 
regard from my wife and myself, 

" Your obliged and attached old liViend, 
" Chahles CownEN Clabkk." 

' " June 3, 1875. 

" Curiously enough I vm»te to you yesterday, and now, this morning, I 
receive yoiu: most kind and delightful tetter of the 28th of May, encloeiDg 
me the exquisite sketch of your ' first idea of the Keats'a Statue.' 

" I can hardly sufficiently express my sense of yonr kindness in aotding 
it to me, or of my admiration at its beauty. Even this slight sketch so 
wonderfully well indicates his features and look as well as his favourite 
attitude. The suggestive touch of sentiment, too, conveyed by the lyre 
having only a portion iff iU ttringt, is a lovely thonght, as denoting the 
interruption by early death of his poetical career. 

"Tou rejoice me by what you tell me in yom* letter of the interesting 
* memorials,' as well as of your being ' now on a work of Isabella and the 
pot of Basil,' and of yonr 'cogitating a portrait of Keata in a rural scene- 
with the full moon.' 
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'*It does my heart good to see the evidences of your wonderfully 
preserved y(mth in age^ my dear old friend. Your * 81 * years and my 
* 87 ' may interchange a hearty grasp of the hand and congratulate each 
other on heing permitted still to enjoy life so energetically. 

•• Qod bless you ! With love from my wife and myself, and warmest 
thanks for your dearly welcome letter,- 1 am, dear Severn, 

" Yours faithfully and gratefully, 
" Chables Cowden Clabke." 

** Villa Novello, Genoa, 
" Mt deab Mb. Severn, " 27th November, 1877. 

" Many thanks for your kind letter of 23rd Inst. 
"I will not fail to continue the search you enjoin and which has 
already been prosecuted, for the copy supposed to have been made by my 
brother Edward ; but if it be in existence it would hardly serve your 
purpose, inasmuch as that as well as others made in our family were all 
drawn from H. Meyer's engraviog in Leigh Hunt's ' Lord Byron and His 
Contemporaries,' so that these copies are one remove more from your 
original beautiful pencil-sketch of dear John Keats. 

'* Thanking you cordially for your kind promise to send me a photo- 
graph when this most precious original is discovered, 

•* I am always, My dear Mr. Severn, 

" Yours faithfully, 
" Mabt Cowden Clabkb.'' 

" ViUa Novello, Oenoaf 
" My deab Mb. Sevebn, " 20th November, 1877. 

** It was with true pleasure that I yesterday received your most 
friendly letter of the 17th Inst, containing the welcome tidings of your 
now feeling in better health and having ' resumed ' your ' painting.' Yo« 
mention a copy having been made by my younger brother Edward of the 
portrait you drew of Eeats, which he gave to Leigh Himt ; but we possess 
no copy by Edward, alas ! aod I the more regret this since you request its 
loan from me for engraving in a proposed Library Edition of the poet's 
workB, and to have to leave a request of yours uncomplied with is a pain 
to me. Several copies were made for us of your sketch (as engraved and 
printed in Leigh Hunt's book, ' Lord Byron and Some of His Contem- 
poraries,') from Henry Meyer's facsimile of your drawing, but it was by 
mistake we told you one of these copies was made by my lost brother 
Edwaid. Do you remember the letter my beloved husband wrote to you 
in Jnne^ 1876, wherein he (replying to your question as to the nature of 
the book on Keats which he always hoped to bring out) told you that it 
would consist of a reprint (with some additions) of his ' Recollections of 
John Keata' in book form, and that the illustrations would include your 
beaulifiil profile portrait of Keats (the one f acsimilied by H. Meyer), your 
exquisite and most touching sketch of Keats asleep during his last illness, 
and your graceful pencil-sketch of a design for Keats's monument? 

s 2 



"I siill (aud even now more earnestly than ever) hope t 
iBtBuded book of my dctir CImrics'H published according to kU long- 
oheriRhBd strong desire; and, as I learu ihil your u.Titteii permittion to 
print these several drawings nonld be rcquiute ere I coiild TulGI my liop«, 
I trust you will kindly send me the needful few lines autborizing me to 
publish joui lovely three skeiches. 

" I lately ircdrtd a very asreeablo letter from Mr. H. Buxlon Fonnan 
(who generously sent us a copy of his handsome eilitioo of ' Shelley'H 
Works *) mentioning that he is in pleasant correspoDdeace with yoo, and 
tb&t he is shout to issue 'a little volume of Keats's letters.' 

" Wishing you a happy coutiauanoe of good health, I am, my dear 
Ui. SeierD, 

" Yours lu lb fully, 
" Mart Giwiies Clabke." 

There is hardly need to explain at this late date that tlio 
poet-trateller and colonist, Mr. Alfred Domett, is identical 
with " Waring " in Browning's well-known poem. .Vll who 
have wondered " whafa become of Waring," as well aa 
those who know the literary work of Mr, Domett, will read 
with pleasure one of his few published letters. With 
Mr. Domett, with the exception of 3Ir. J. G. Cooke, 
has probably passed away the last person who knew 
Charles Armitage Brown. The reader will of coaise be 
able to see wherein Severn's correspondent was at fault. 
Of the two copies of the full-face miniature portrait of 
Keats made by Brown after Severn's original, I am of 
opinion, though not certain, that the portrait of Keats, 
attributed in the catalogue of the National Portrait Gal- 
lery in Edinburgh to Joseph Severn, is one. It is almost 
certainly not Severn's handiwork, unless done very late in 
life; but it is possible it may be by Seymour Kirknp, 
though without his characteristic delicacy of touch and 
tone,* In reference to Mr. Domett's closing paragraph, it is 

* In connection with the meniion of Seymour Eirkup at this perioil 
may be given another of tbe many character ibUc letters written by Mpi 
in nis old t^e, whan he had become what he called **a pbiloaophical 
spiritualist-" 

" Florence : Pcmtt Vaxhio, Jime 23rd, 1864. 
" My dbab Sevzbn, 

" Your bst lett«r was answered so long ago that I don't remember 
what it contained. I should have written again, but supposed that you 
were so engaged in diplomacy that you would tind me troublesome. I 
wanted to recommend to you my friend Daniel Home, but I was sure if he 
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a welcome surprise to learn that there was suflBcient likeli- 
hood of sale to justify an American bookseller, in the then 

wanted protection he would be sure to find it in you, who Lave done so 
much good to your countrymen and others ; and I foresaw he would need 
it to defend him against the Jesuits and priests, who are, of course, omni- 
potent in Home ; and so it turned out, and i saw from the newspapers 
that you had done all you could for him. I can answer for his beiDg 
neither an impostor nor a sorcerer (which is absurd), and I have found 
him a man of nonour, by actions, not by wonls of his or hearsay of others ; 
and I know him to be very generous, though poor, and goodhearted, all 
which is in his favour, and so likewise are the phenomena that spon- 
taneously acxx>mpany him, and of which I have had sufficient experience 
in my own house, watched and guarded with the most suspicious in- 
credulity, which is strouger with me tbau with most people, as, perhaps, 
you may remember, for 1 was always so. 

*• My own proofs of our existence after death are entirely independent 
of Home, and be^an before I knew him, or the works of Judge Edmonds, 
which confirmed them; and they settled my creed, very far from 
canonical, either' Roman or Calvinistic, which, entre notis, are about 
equally blasphemous and Jewish. But I will not write all I could, for 
fear this should never reach you. I doubt if all your letters have come to 
me, and the one 1 have just received was left for me — I was out — by a 
priest 1 I know the Frescobaldis and Mr. Hart. 

" Do you ever see Miss Ironsides ? A friend of hers (Mrs. Ramsay) 
lately came to see me. Miss Ironsides was gifted as a medium, but her 
weak, vulgar mother extinguished her, and encouraged her in common- 
place studies under the direction of snobs, when she might have been a 
I'ainter of the imagination, like my old friend William Blake, who, I 
thought, was mad, but I don't think so now. Flaxman, Stothard, and 
Fuseli were all suspected, and so were Danby, Varley, and even Martin ; 
anyhow, they were original and showed mind, and even ohl West was 
sometimes a mystic, and Barry and Loutherburg. After I proved the 
truth of Spiritualism, which I scouted for a long time, I was induced to 
follow up my experiments in hopes of some day seeing something worthy 
to paint. I longed for a good vision, and do still, but I am not enough of 
a medium. I have only seen, heard, and felt enough to be sure of the 
existence of spirits ; neither books nor men were enough for me, and I 
sought witnesses of my experience, and would not rely on my own 
impressions alone, which might have been effects of imagination, waking 
dreams I But when half-a-dozen people were present, they could not all 
be dreaming of the same thing. A lady wrote to me the other day that 
Home had been raised in the air a hundred times since he came to London, 
and had been seen by 1000 people. 

"Bastal you have doubtless heard enough about it, and I have seen 
enough in my own house. 

"What are you doing in painting? Bible subjects are worn out, and 
were never interesting to me. I have an Italian book that says the 
Mtidonna ought to be painted ugly, as she was sixty when she died. 
Young John lived to a hundred and was buried, but never died, — ^his grave 
moves. He is waiting for the last day to fulfil the prophecies. Read Sir 
John Mandeville's travels in the East in 1345, — an orthodox Englishman I 

"I have been long an admirer of Dante, but I think Shakespeare a 
greater poet. Dante has been much with me in this room. His poem is 
not true, and Beatrice was not a portinarif as it has proved. 



(18^34) auitill towu of Buffalo, in tbe issue of an edition of 
the poetical writinga of Shelley, Coleridge, and Keats. 
Thia purchase by Mr, Domett occurred in the same period 
as that wherein Robert Browning, then a youth, vainly 
sought in the part of London where he lived for a voluiue 
of Shelley's jioetry — and when his mother was told by the 
more catholic bookseller of Oxford Street, who brought ber 
the chief writinga of Shelley, that " here were also the 
three volumes of the j>oetical works of a Mr. John Keati," 
Ac. — in other words, that the rarely asked for writings of one 
[met should be compajiioueil in sale by the still more 
rarely sought verses of one even less known to fame. 



" You will be aurpriacd at receiving a letter from a perfect etrangfr ; 
but I trust that the circunistaaces I am about to mention will prore an 

" AmoDg ray friends iu New Zealand (where I paseed thirty ycus of 
my life) was, anil u, a Mr. Charles Bron-n — aoo of Charles Amiitaee 
Bfovm, who emigml«d with his only eon to that coloDj &boDt the ynr 
1839 or 1840, and died ai New Plymouth there a few years afterwards. 
Charles Bromi, the eon, — since Superinlendeut of the Prcrince of Sew 
Plymonth, — tea or fifteen years ago, gave me a sketch in Indian ink — being 
a portrait of poor Seats, the poet, on his death-bed ; at lbs foot of which 
is written : ' Copied from a drawing hy Joseph Severn, 28th Janoaiy, 
1821,3 o'clock morning, diawD to keep me awake.' This, as Cbartes 
Brown told me, was dona by hie father, the intimate friend, as you know, 
of Keats. 

" The copy, I think, bears evident marks of being meet truthfully and 
carefully executed ; and seems to prove that the original must also have 
been a most truthful and striking likeness of the ' poor gloiiooa * bung it 
lepresented. For beudes its obvious resemblance to the puUiahed 
portraits of Keats, it shows all the affecting changes in the lineamenta of 

"The Pope has forbid the title of 'La Divina Cbmedia.* Here is too 
long a yarn for a hany man like you. I wonder if you could get for me 
the report of a trial in Home, printed about filleen years a^, of a Count 
Albert) for forging and selling some MSS. of Tasao? If you could aecore 
me a copy X will take care to repay you, and let you have the reading of ii 
before you send it me, either by the post or private band. It ia very 
curious, and would amuse you. Tasso was in favour with good spirits, 
like Socmtes. Adieu, dear Severn. 

"Tours affectionately, 

"KiBKra"." 
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the coantenance which the disease of which he died must have produced. 
The face is wasted and thin ; the tangled hair thrown about the brow 
in locks which look damp and straightened a little out of their natural curl 
by midnight perspirations. The expression, as he his asleep, is resigned 
and tranquil ; and but for this, the portrait would be intensely painful to 
contemplate. Indeed, it is almost so, in spile of this; and, with the 
words at the foot of it, makes the most pathetic piece of drawing I have 
ever seen either on canvas or paper. 

'* The words just alluded to, which I have copied exactly as they stand, 
seem to render necessary the inference that Mr. Brown made the copy at 
3 o'clock in the morning to keep himself awake. Charles Brown (Jun.) 
could not tell me much about it ; but, as far as I remember now, seemed to 
think that the last words were written by yourself on the original portrait. 
But as they are all in precisely the same hand, and as there are no 
inverted commas or other mark to distinguish the first words Q Copied 
from a drawing by Jos'*. Severn') from those which follow, I cannot but 
conclude that Mr. Brown (Chas. A.) was himself watching by Keats's 
bedside when he made this copy, and perhaps had relieved yourself, for a 
iihort time, in the performance of that last painful act of friendship. 

'* As the fact (if it be one) of Chas. A. Brown's having attended Keats 
■at all during his last illness, is not mentioned in any life I have seen of the 
Poet — and especially is not alluded to by Lord Houghton in his Memoir, 
it occurred to me that the best way would be to apply for this information 
■directly to the source from which it could most certainly and conclusively 
be obtained. And therefore it id that I am taking the liberty to address 
you on the subject. 

'' Perhaps you could also enlighten me on another subject connected 
with the portraits of the great poet. Charles Brown also gave me in New 
Zealand a life-size medallion profile-portrait of Keats, which had belonged 
to his father. It is in plaister of Paris, oval in shape, in a square frame of 
<lark oak. It is evidently the same portrait which is given in outline at 
the head of Monckton Milnes's Memoir in hid Illustrated edition of Keats's 
poems ; and which, in the list of illustrations prefixed, is described as the 
* Head of Keats — ^from a medallion by Giuseppe Girometti of Rome.' The 
engraving shows in every line that it is an exact copy either of mine or of 
some original of which mine is also a copy. I have no idea where the 
original is, or whether this of mine (formerly Chas. A. Brown*s) is a replica 
of an original also in plaister — by the same artist ; or merely a copy by 
some other person. If you could give me any information on this point, 
I should take it as a great favour. 

" I hope you will not think it out of place, or not pertinent if I add 
that I should have much pleasure (in addition to that of obtaining the 
information I ask for) in receiving any communication from one, in whom 
I have all my life taken an interest, and for whom in common with 
numbers in all parts of the world where the English language is read or 
Bpoken, I have entertained all the respect and esteem which Shelley's 
2)eautiful eulogium in the Preface to ' Adouais ' could not but create— « 



f 
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heartfelt eulugy which bos ^iyea Euch &a enviahie immortaJilj to ;aar 
namo aod your noble friendship. Thtt jirvfacu is before me as I write — 
in 1 copy of ao edition of Shene)*, Coleridge, Bud Keals, which 1 bongjit 
so long ago as 16M at ' BuSalo,* now a great town on the Aiueriou ai<k 
ofthe Palls of Niagara. So far famed wni yout friendship for 'Adooais 
— even at a period 80 long wnce passed away ! 

" With renewed apologies for giving you this trouble, 

" Believe nio. Sir, 

" Fniihfully yours, 

" Alfked Dohett." 

The following i-emarkable letter by Jlr. John Geoi^ 
Cooke, the friend of Edward Trelawny, will be read witt 
close attention by «11 interested in that latter-day Viking, 
and in what Mr. Cooke alludes to as the Byron and Shelley 
period : as well as by all who bear Charles Brown in kindly 
remembraucp. It is printed here, though nominally a-l- 
dtessed to his friend's son, and his own friend, Mr. Waller 
Severn :* 

" June 20lh, ISIS. 

" As t»uching your rcquosi to write any news of Trelawny, * Piisto* 
Trelawny, or others connected with the Byronic, Shelley or Keats period, 
I fear I can give you nothing very interesting. J, E. TraUwnj — if ho 
were fourteen at the battle of Trafalgar, which he missed seeiitg owing la 
thanij»neness,as it has been stated, of bis Admiral, Duckwortb.ingeltiiig 
to sea nntl joiniiit; iXu: Flepl imdf^r Lord Nelson and Oillingwood — must 
now be nghty-seveu years old, ia, I believe, very hale and strong. Some 
four years have elapsed since I used to see him at the Turkish Bith» 
at Brompton, and a finer specimen of a man of his age, it would bo hard 
to see ; he peeled as clean and muscular as a man of fifty. Your father 
will have two yeara ago read the remarkable testimony of an Italian 
boatman, at Spezzin, I think, who related to his, TreLawnj's, daughter 
Letitia, the story curreat in that pert of Italy that Shellej'e yacht h;id 
been run down by a hshing-boar, no doubt with villaiuoiis intent, as (hey 
had heard and believed Lord Byron with money W4B on board the yaciit 
with Mr. Shelley and Captain Williams. It sounded vtro, if not 6en 
tfovato. Trelawny most have had a rude shock, if he, the old pirute, 
coold be shocked, at the Goring Divorce Cose lately. . . . Did I ever 
tell you of the unlucky end of the hrolher, Edgar Trelawny, the only 
other child of that ill-fatedmatchof Trelawny and Mrs. Goring (A'w>rcee)f 
He married some woman of quality and made himself rather cousiucuons 
in England, regiresenting himself as a convert to Bomanism ; that was 

• Edward Trelawny died in 1881. It was bis wont to say that the 
only authentic Ukeuess of him is the old Captain in Sir John UiUais'a 
picture ' The North- West Passage.' 
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true, but added that he was the son of Sir John Salisbury Trelawny, the 
Pirate's cousin, which he certainly was not. He imposed himself upon 
Lord Denbigh and some other illustrious perverts; in the end he died 
rather suddenly. . . . Did I ever tell you a wonderful story— no doubt 
there were hundreds extant some forty years ago— which I heard when a 
midshipman in the Mediterranean in 1835, not so very long after the 
Greek War of Independence, when Trelawny distinguished himself? It is 
a curious and rather a ghastly story. Tour father will well remember 
that when Trelawny was in Cheece he lived maritalement with a daughter 
of the great Greek Chief Odysseus in the Morea, and she had a child by 
him. When Trelawny left Greece for Italia he took this child with him. 
Months afterwards the Odysseus family was made aware of the certainty 
of not seeing their respected son-in-law again, and wrote to him begging 
that the child might be sent back. A long time passed, and at last comes 
a letter to say if the Chief Odysseus or his representative would come 
across on a certain day to the Custom House at Zante, the child should bo 
forthcoming. A soampavia was dispatched and away went some of the 
Odysseus family to Zante. The Custom House authorities could give no 
account of any child, but they stated that a box had arrived via Corfu, whicii 
it was much wished should be removed by the Greeks, as it smelt oflen- 
sively. Whereupon the box was delivered and opened, and a child's body, 
dead some weeks, appeared ; whether any invoice or remarks by Trelawny 
accompanied it I never heard. The child had died, and he took this grim 
and savage way of ridding himself of all conoection with the Odysseus 
circle. I wonder I never thought, when in New Zealand some thirty-five 
years ago, and in constant communication with Mr. C. A. Brown, of asking 
him if he had heard this story. My sister, who has been dead some 
fourteen years, was wife to the British Resident, Major John Longlcy, a 
brother of the late Archbishop of Canterbury, and she bad beard it from 
Zanteotes, although it must have happened bcfc^e John Longley became 
Besident. 

** I saw a great deal of Mr. Brown when in New Zeabnd; poor gentle* 
man, he made a great mistake in coming out to a then wild and savage 
country, and where be was miserable. His son had gone before him, and 
this was the inducement He amused me by long bUjt'iom of Keats, 
Shelley, ByioD, and Trelawny, and your good fktber, and the Hunts, &c. 
te. He died a sturdy Deii<t, and was very indignant at the attf^inpt of 
some Baptist or Independent persons to give him comfort. He iiscfl to 
quote to them the reply of Voltaire wlien questioned as to his Wlief in 
our Saviour. ' For the love of God, Sir, sjjeak to me no more tkhmit 
that ManJ He was buried outside the churchyard at Tarariaki (Saw 
Plymouth). His son and myself were his mrjumers, and there, umler the 
boiutiful shadow of our glorious mountain Tarariaki, after life's fitful 
fever, let us hope he sleefjs well. Now I have bottiered you enough. 
What evening shall I come and smoke the calumet? 

** Ycmrs ever, 
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The following letter from Seymour Xirknp may be reaA 
AS representative of his frequeut ODrrespundence wilh 
Severn at this period. 

" Augnat IBtli, 1861. 
" Hy DBAa Skvbbk, 

"I never thought Overbeck a/fne intdlnlual tTtaturr, bntait^oo- 
tsot humbug. Gibson described his great picture to me vrith adminUioi) 
and equal igDoimnce. The subject nas a bad one, & collection of pottnits 
of old paiDters, takeu, as you say, fnva priul^ ; all the schools, the Eo^iA 
repreaentod by an infont. This dauber of brickdiut and [>enleT, iritbont 
drawing, presiuned in bis ignuraoce to d«siHse Eucfa giants compwed to 
him as Reynolds, Opie, Stothard, West, Lawrence, Fusbli, Turcier, 
Flaxmau, &c., &c. Ignonnee and vanity. As for liis imitation of the 
ancients he should have looked at the norlcs of Giotto heie for colour, and 
he would not have abounded in such detestable lead colour as I have wen. 
In &ict he has copied only the defects of the (AA time, vii., hardnew, 
meagreaeaa, and tiamencss. Nay, be may look at the Ftoreatisc 
&L Augelo in the SiatiDe,and he wilt see efiecis of colour worthy of Venice 
— the Jeramc, Daniel, Zacbariah, Sibyls, Sx. You say he is devout to the 
political chorch. So is many a solemn ass atid many a Jesuitic knave. 
What is your Gothic or Christian treatment of the [joor] Marriage [uf 
■Cana]? What would you call that of P. Veronese f Keither ; but the 
princely magniQceQce and worldly splendour of ^'enice, eclipsing even the 
story itself. Wealth.luxury, palace concerts, and ablaEeof colour.so fino 
ia its way as to mako the subject commooploce and leave it beyond the 
roach of any foUoiver. You have no chance, nor Miss Irouaidea, who is all 
wrong, and has mistaken her vocation. Scripture subjects are woni out. 
They make no impression, like old-fasbiOD muuc or sermons. The public 
sleep over tbem ; like the bedstead of Baucis that was turned into peas^ 

" ' Which still their old employment keep 
Of lodging folks disposed to bleep.' 

" The Venetians sacrificed their Christianity, if they had any, to worldly 
magnificence. That fine picture of Bonifazio, 'Dives and lAzams,' is 
another eiample of iL Lazarus ia disgusting and therefore eclipsed by 
the prevailing wealth of Dives pervadiag all the scene, bnt the mairiage 
was one contradiction beyond this. 

" There is a wedding dinner ot poor country people, so pow that even 
the vrine falls short. Then think of the scene of P. Veronese! An 
absurdity, but such execution conquers all. Who can hope to surpass 
that? Ido not like sacred subjects in general, nor costume pctures. 
David was a failure, but the classic is not exhausted by him. There is 
sUll a field open : Drawing from nature with the help of the antique and 
«oloDT like l^tian. Our ' Bacchus and Ariadne ' and the Spanish sleeping 
'Ariadne' are the models of a new school, which somebody will find out. 
We ore too old. There are other specimens and hints even iu Borne (the 
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iBorghese). Etty might have done much if he had hit on it, or Haydon. 
A combination of great talents in those two elements, and then a genius 
•of imagination worthy of the rest. Who can bear to think of the poor 
child's-play of the solemn Mr. Overbeck — -and you, coming from England, 
and I suppose Paris ! But I am in the dark about them in the present 
(lay. I fear they are wofully gone down. Eastlake had better have 
stuck to his palette than the study of after-dinner speechifying. Detest- 
able I By the bye they said that you had been favoured by him at the 
expense of Haydon in the affair of the cartoons. You accuse him now, 
his pride. As for his wife she cannot hinder his painting. SShe complains 
of bis tyranny, and told a lady of my acquaintance that he would not even 
let her know where he was going, and he set off to Italy. 

'' Tou say people are fascinated and never recover their sober reason. 
They must be crazy, I suppose. Take care of yourself. You talk of a 
new Jerusalem of Art and breathing in company of its immortal spirits ! 
Now real Spiritualism is a science that requires the greatest exercise of 
reason. You are afraid of being carried off your feet. I could tell you a 
strange story. There is no fear, and I don't meddle with everybody's 
opinions. Miss Ironsides has some favourable dispositions, but her stupid 
mother cramped them, and she has gone wrong ever since she went to 
Bome amongst ignorant people, until she has fallen into the vulgar and 
commonplace, by all accounts. I only judge from hearsay. I hate the 
•cant about Art aod artists, her art and my art, artistic gossip of art and 
artists and early art and primitive art, love of art, &c., &c. I never called 
myself an artist ; I said painter at once ; I had rather have added glazier 
than artist. All the tea-drinking old maids were full of their pretty 
urtists and all the little drawing-masters, daubers, and parasites of art 
were full of the name, whilst the great were always sneering at it. One 
told me he had a clever artist travelling with him. It was bis cook. A 
lady bestowed the title on her hairdresser. It is not that I care for such 
classification, for I am very democratic, but 1 am sick of the vulgar cant, 
and find that others are so too, so if you publish anything avoid it. The 
word is prostituted and blackballed. 

" Your pergola is better than columns, and your idea of the water in the 
.act of changing is new, but I fear it is not enough to be the making of it, 
even if it can be done, which is difficult. 

** I have a drawing by Miss Ironsides of an angel and a child which 
she saw in a crystal of mine. It is not much, but it is enough to prove 
that she has the faculty, a rare one, and more valuable than worn-out 
Bible pictures, thanks to her mother and Roman advisers. I have some 
wonderful and curious drawings of visions. I have only wished to 
succeed myself, as has been done in America, but I have not the power. 
I only have that of bringing it out in others. I know no one to carry 
books to Rome. They won't do it, they are afraid, and I have lost so many 
books that I have lent, or commissions sent, that I have long refused, 
and have a paper, pasted in my library many years ago, to say so. I am a 
«ollectory and have many thousand. I have a hundred and more of Dante, 



□ MSS.of him, maiiy 09 our Eoglisb Round T»bIeiDkl] laugua^ris 
a great many oa occult sciences, liKrature, antiquities, paintiog, *& . . . 
" Tonre sinoerely, 

"S. KiBtOP."' 

Iq a letter dated April, I86S, he communicated a ftct 
which, I belicTe, is little known : 

" Yoa have heari] thai the King haa made me a knight and a boron : fur 
some discoveries I made in Floreuce respecting Daute, so I sappaae. All 
that ia said in mj diploma and other papers is, 

* In oonstdsrasioiie di {mrticoUri benemercnz?.' 
I uevec know more, and tlte luioistor who recommended me to him died 
of the cholera in Sicily. He was a Sicilian, and I bad never heard hii 
name till then (Naloli) or knew Any of his friends. It waa a perfect 
surprise to me, always the same poor devil of a painter, on which accouDt 
I only call myself chevalier." 

Either in the second or third year of his Consulship, 
Severn heard ramonrs that the Pope ivas about to issue a 
Schedule of Special Instructions Ui his Voluutary and 
Official Guard during Holy Week, with particular stress on 
their line of conduct towards heretical foreigners who might 
be present at the ceremonies in St. Peter's : and, it was said. 
His Holiness was emphatic in his determination neither 

• The fi>llcra*ing excerpt, from Seymour Kirkup's last letter to Severn, 

" You ask ahout my scale of chorda ; I enclose it. You will see all the 
possible combinations by thorough-bass reduced to oneline of music paper! 
It is written for one key only, that of Do ; of course all the other eleren 
tones contained in the octave are subject to the same limitations. I have 
given it to several musicians and composers, asking them to bring me any 
ebon) that is not contained in this table, if they can find one. Two or 
three have brought what tbey thought they liad found, either in their own 
works or the works of the great masters ; but tbey were mistaken, and I 
showed them where tbe diicorda were marked in my list. To make them 
more easily found I have marked them with the leit«rs of the alphabet, 
and I have given tb«m the old numerical signatures which were used by 
the old masters. The taws of modulation you of course know, and the 
usual preparation and resolution of discords. I have written upon all these 
subjects, and at the beginniog I analysed four of the grandest and most 
chromatic symphonies, to see if I could find any chot5 not put down in 
my list, were enclosed. They were Roberto il Diavolo, Wittiam TtIl,Don 
Oiooatmi, and The Creation, which last was the only one that bad a 
crash that was intended for chaos no doubt, and is not to be oonsideccd as 
music. You will see it near the beginning, one chord only. It was too 
ugly to be dwelt on or repeated. It is followed by the rolling of the 
elements into harmony in sublime style." 
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himself any longer to endure, nor to permit the faithful to 
suffer from, the unseemly conduct of many Protestant ladies, 
British and American. Severn managed to procure a copy 
of these " Private Instructions." The following is a literal 
translation, which, alas, for all one's shame on account of 
those who gave cause for the deep resentment which 
undoubtedly prevailed, will hardly be read without 
amusement. 



instbucmons to the secret and honourable gentlemen chamber- 
lains wbabinq the sword and cap of his holiness, and to the 
Officials of the Palatine Military Corps, during Holt Week. 

" These Gentlemen Chamberlains will be responsible for the observance 
o£ that decency and respect due the holiness of the place and the 
ceremonies; and for the maintenance of order in all the partitioned 
sections separately entrusted to each Gentleman Chamberlain. The 
officials of the military corps have also a like responsibity in the various 
places assigned to their charge and watchfulness. 

" The one will aid the other in the various objects of their respective 
offices. 

*' They must obtain obedience as regards order and decency by any 
means, however desperate; first beginning with the most insinuating 
supplications, and in the sweetest and the most imploring manner ; but 
when this fails they must snatch away the ofifending lady without the 
hope of pardon, whoever she may be, and expel her from the holy place. 

" It is to be particularly observed by the Chamberlains that they do 
not permit the ladies to stand bolt upright in the most solemn moments 
of the sacred functions, and most of all, at the elevation of the Mass. 
Whoever does not obey is (the solemn moment being over) to be dragged 
out of her place for disobedience. Also, this alternative is to be enforced 
for all acts of indecency which may be committed on other occasions by 
the ladies, such as feeding, guzzling, or laughing and screaming in an 
inconvenient manner. With the aid of the officials of the Swiss and Palatine 
guards (according to the place) there shall also be turned away from the 
Ladies' Sections all those'gentlemen who are there chattering with these said 
ladies, and the guards are also to prevent any ladies from climbing up 
over the tops of the sections and then jumping down to get away quicker. 
Whoever attempts to transgress these orders is to be got rid of by any 
means, however ugly. 

" At the close of every ceremony the sins of each offending lady will 
be reported to the Maggiordomo of His Holiness in order that the subse- 
quent punishments shall be administered according to the circumstances. 

(Signed) *' The Maggiordomo of His Holiness, 

" M. BORBOMAI AEESE.** 
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Another example of iiniateiitional bumciur is Uie follow- 
ing highly entertaining denunciatory epistlo from Mr. 
Morris Moore, the diacaverer and possessor of the beaotifol 
little picture of ' Apollo and Marsvas.' 6nally parrbased 
for the LonvTo as a. genuine work of Itaphael, tbimgli now 
either attributed tentatiyely to that artist or indubitaUy 
considered to bo the handiwork of Perugino, The late 
Mr. Morris Moore was not to bo affronted with impunity 
by any shadow of doubt as to the authenticity of hi* 
"Eaphael." The present writer well remembers visiting 
him at his house in Eorae one day in 1883, and the ordeal 
lie had to go through before and during inspection of the 
unquestionably most beautiful and masterly ' ApoUo and 
Slarsyas.' The slow approach, the skilful verlial incentiTea 
to cariosity and excitement, the entrance as into a Holy 
of Holies, and the withdrawal of a veil suddenly so as 
to let the whole splendour of Raphael's genius flash forth 
at once as convincingly or mther overwhelmingly, all this, 
and the still more trying period to follow, are not things to 
be forgotten. Fortunately for his peace of mind he neTer 
reoeived any such damnatory epistle as that addressed to 
Severn, though that individual simply laughed at it as ".i 
very excellent farrago of nonsense." 

"To JosBPH Sevbrk, Esq., Englisli Consul at Rome. 

"147, Via ddU QuaUrK) FonUiw, Rome, 

"Ajnl 12th, 1867. 
"Sib, 

"Your reply M m; letter of the 7th provokes □otio& To have- 
detected, in a plain request, a 'command,' argues either nurveUons 
subtlety of wit or ignorance of onr vernacular. 

" It is time jron learned from Johnson, tbat ' to request ' means * to ask, 
solicit.' You announce having ' sent mj Utter to Lord Derby.' As tay 
only letter was that addressed to yourself, and as yon are silent npon the 
paclcet of printed BocuTnenU and Jkelaralums directed to Lco^ Derby, I 
am left in donbt whether I am your debtor for an unsolicited farour, or 
still your creditor for the ezecntion of a. Intimate reqnesL But since - 
the remedy for what may be but confomon of language lies with myself, 
I waive this point. 

" In the face of the irrefragable evidence, printed and manoscript, with 
which, notwithstanding your undeniable previous familiarity with the 
case, I had been at the pains to furnish yon, your omstructive impeach- 
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ment of my veracity as to the aathorities and witDesaes whom I had 
quoted, is a specimen of knavish insolence too patent for comment 
Indeed, your epistle is a nicely poised compound of meanness, duplicity, 
and silly inference, congenially served up in clumsy and vulgar diction. 
I at once submitted it to several competent persons, and was flattered to 
find them unanimously con6rm my silent estimate of it. The superlative 
compliment which you think due to my ' tone ' will certainly never be 
paid to yours. I agree that your smile could no wise advantage a 
* universally acknowledged first-rate specimen of the finest period of 
Italian Art ' — ' a work of Art of great national importance ' — a painting 
'acknowledged by all Europe to be the work of Raphael' (Lord Elcho, 
Morning Post, June 10, 1850: and Frederick Overbeck, lUustrationy 
7 Fevrier ; and Avgshourg Gazette^ 18 April, 1864), or indeed anything 
admirable, but I must demur to the fond illusion that your frown could 
blast it 

" Had you asked to see this masterpiece, I was bound to acquiesce ; but, 
unwilliog to wound, I should, to say nothing of the obvious slight to so 
many eminent authorities and unbought witnesses, have studiously shunned 
the bitter sarcasm of inviting the 'opinion' of one so utterly without 
status to sit in judgment upon Raphael, as Mr. Fine- Arts Gonsid Severn. 

" Your prognostic, while possessing the first testimonies in the worid to 

its genuineness, that you * might not consider as a work of Kaphael's,' a 

masterpiece which, to this hour, you have not even seen, suggests, apart 

from its arrogance, a graver consideration. It betrays a foregone conclusion, 

and 80 brings you ^vithin the scope of the distinguished Cornelius's highly 

endorsed denouncement, which for your further edification I retranscribe ; 

namely, that ' only the grossest ignorance of Art coupled with equal 

effrontery, or malignity fed by lucre, could dare insinuate a doubt as to 

the authenticity of a work so eminently characteristic of Raphael, as the 

Apollo and Marsyas. 

' But fools rush in, &c.' 

" That one, foisted into place only to be pointed at as a sorry notoriety 

and to bring ridicule and contempt upon the name of ' Englishman ' in a 

centre such as Rome, should play the hack to an unscrupulous faction, is 

a natural combination that has found in you consummate exemplification. 

" Morris Moore." 

The succeeding note is given as an instance of how 
Severn, whenever he saw his way, made use of his ofiScial 
position to achieve some good for the people among whom 
he lived. The original, of course, is in Italian. 

*'To Cabdikal Berardi. 

" Tol/a, Civita Vecchia, 

'* 6th July, 1870. 
'* Mt Lord Cardinal, 

" I write from Tol& to implore your Excellency to aid me in a good 

office for this meet excellent people ; for the supply of water. Last year. 
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with the assistance of the illustrious Padre Secche, a fine spring 
found in the mountains only one mile from the town, and the generous 
Padre calculated the work, Uie expense, and all the poeaibilities, wbidi he 
]»ronounced to he met without difiSculty. But on my return here this 
sumoier I am disappointed with the progress made ; and it is all uaigned to 
the want of money (or to the want of spirit ?). The sufferings of the poor 
women in th«) winter going down in the frost and ice two mflea for the 
water, as well as the excellent character of the people for indiutryy 
honesty, and religious faithfulness to their sovereign, indooe me thus to 
trouble your Excellency and to implore yon to intercede with Bis 
Holiness to grant them a small sum for carrying out this work. I heg to 
assure your Excellency that I join most sincerely in this sapplicatioo, 
aaving now had four years* experience of this good and righteoos people. 
*' Craving pardon for the liberty I take, and avowing that I would not 
take it, did I know any one else for this benevolent task, I have the 
hon«>ur to remain, my Lord Cardinal, 

" Your Flminence^s most humble and grateful servant, 

" Joseph Severn." 

In 1878 was issued the book to which he had looked 
forward with so much interest; the collection of Keats s 
letters to Miss Brawne. He could not but be gratified by 
the generously-worde<l dedicatory preface, and, as a friend 
has informed me, repeated in a voice broken by deep 
emotion the words " whithersoever the name of our * Adonais ' 
travels there will vours also l>e fouiul." But, as there has 
alrea»ly been ocoasioii to reimirk, his expressions of as- 
touishineut in his letter of aekiiowkMlirmeut to Mr. Foniian 
j'annnt W taken too literally. Essentially a man of 
inoixls. lir was ever swayed tasily to this <>r that }H»int 
.»i outlook; henee the innumerable sell-eontradietiouN 
nn(^ ent'ountors in his statements, k'ttors, an<l friends' re- 
minisccnees ot' Ids sayinir» and doinirs. He trnessed, if 
he did not wliolly mulerstand, thr causes of the secret 
«^ri«'f of Keats, oven before th<* List bitt«T days ; and a frw 
years later ln' ]i«ard evf-ry i>artieular from Charles Brown. 
S<^ycrn, in fact, N\as ah\ays •* undrrstandini^ for the first 
time. 

In the seventies Severn saw much of his eminent 
American friend, ^Fr. James T. Fi<dds, when the latter 
was in Kome. and hoard from liim fn qucntly when lie 
was at his home in Boston. Two h-tters from this valu« ■! 
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correspondent may be given: the first because of its 
allusion to the 'Ariel,' the study for which is repro- 
duced here ; and the second as of interest in connection 
with the matter touched upon above. It gives, moreover, 
an indication as to Severn's age at the time when he made 
the drawing of himself, which is reproduced in this 
volume. What is more important is, that it affords 
gratifying proof of Severn's regret — once he had really 
read from first to last the volume of Keats's letters to 
Fanny Brawne, and pondered the matter of their publica- 
tion — ^proof rather of his "sense of outrage on the poet's 
memory," in the giving to the public letters so absolutely 
private.* 

" Boston, U,SA,, 

" May 15, 1871. 

" Mr DEAB Mr. Severn, 

" It made me smile, when I began to read your letter this morning from 
Home, as I opened upon the sentence in which yon say you are afraid I 
may not remember you. When I cease to remember you, I shall ask to 
be quietly taken to the idiot asylum. Don't I mention your name at 
least twenty times a week, when I show those two charming pictures 
which I bore away from yuur studio in London so many years ago ? The 
' Ariel ' hane^s in my library, and the Gainsborough in the reception-room 
below, and they are both the delight of my eyes and those of my friends. 
The ' Ariel,' being on panel, has warped somewhat, and I am afraid to 
entrust it to any one in order to bring it back. How I wish you were 
here to-day, and were going to dine with me, and afterwards give me 
your advice touching the panel, and how to restore it ! 

" I will with very great pleasure have a photograph of that drawing of 
Keats, which yon kindly made for me, taken and sent wherever you 
direct. You do not say in your note whether it shall be sent to you or 
Lord HoughtoD. Your daughter is right : the sketch is indeed admirable. 

'' I am charmed to hear you are still painting, and as I know yon intend 
to live a good many years longer, I hope to see you and your works 
together some day in Rome. You and I, I am sure, would have many a 
long ramble together, and dear Keats would come in for a great share of 
our talk. Every spring I think of the early flowers in the Roman gardens, 
and wish I could gather them, as I have so many times in my life, during 
the first months of the year. 



* Fairness to Severn demanded the insertion of the second of these 
notes ; bat it would be unwelcome as well as needless to print his letter to 
Mr. Fields, or to adduce further evidence of his pain at having his name 
associated with what he came to consider so regrettable a disloyalty to Keats. 
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" Do you ever iie«r DowiadAya from Mr. and Mrs. Chules Cowilea C 
and where are thff ? Where i8Mr.Newton,>ud arejou aIU]geii«i n 
the tame Boman roof? 

" Mrs. Fields joidb me in kindest remembniiceB, and dncereij hofci 
nith me that eome day we three aball meet again. 

" Most faithfuUj jcraro, 

"Jakes T, FtELDs," 

"118, Chaila Slrtet, Boston, 

" Febniaiy 3, 1675. 

"Mr DEAB Fbiesd, 

"If you could liare looked inupoD U9 when jout letter arrifed here a 
few days ago, you would hare be«D amused with our enthusiasm ovn- its 
advent. We had friends Btaying here who are just as familiar with ywir 
name as we are, and they too jumped for joy to hear the contents of that 
epistle, telling ub of your renewed health. We had all heard of your 
illness, and longed to get word from Rome that you were recovering, mt 
jour letter made us happy to that extent, we could hare rung our Bc«Icc 
bells for joy. Now pleaae to go on iacroaung in health and hai^tnea, 
and when you feel a little tired of the Scale Dante, come over htte and 
let UB have a good time over you. 

"Yes, dear friend, I think with you that the imhlication of tbcos 
LellGTB to Fanny Brawne is an outrage ou the poet's memory, and I say 
«o in my lecture every time I read It. To tear his heart out iu this way, 
and exhibit it to the gaping crowd is jntiful indeed. You con have no 
idea of the interest there is in America touching everything that conoenis 
Keats. When I show your portrait of him to the audience, every one 
rushes forward to look at it, feelio;; that now the true effigy can be seen. 
I always tell the story of your devotion to him, and now I shall show the 
beautiful photo of yourself at twenty-seven which yoa eeod me, and for 
which I retnm ten thousand thanks. My wife adds (with her lore) ten 
thousand more. 

" I shall tell Longfellow, when I see him next week, what you ny of 
his Dante, and I know he will be pleased. We hare lost Bryant daring 
the past year, and to-day Richard Henry Dana (ninety-one years old) 
passed forward to take his place among the band of ghining ones. Long- 
fellow will be seventy-three in a few days, but that is only boyhood 
compared to Dana and Bryant's term of years. After all, what is o^ F 
Tou and I are as young, under our wustcoats, as we were at twenty. 
Why not ? You are in Rome, with your brush in hand, juat aa you wen 
sixty years ago. Who talks of Age ? Down with the caitiff, says 

" Tout affectionate fiiend, 

" JaXES T. FtZLDB.' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Severn's Consular years — Seyem*8 latter days — ^Mr. Raskin's encon^ — 
Death of Joseph Severn — Suggestions for Severn's gravestone— Severn 
and his contemporaries — llie ' Endymion ' picture — Keats and Severn 
buried side by side. 

It would be beyond the scheme of these memoirs to go 
into as full detail in the chronicle of the consular years of 
Joseph Severn as in that of the first five decades of his life. 
It is true that these years were to him among the most 
crowded with many interests, but others have given us 
more exact and satisfying accounts of the drama of the last 
days of the Temporal Dominion of the Popes, and of the 
rise of that new Italy, which was so rapid when once, in 
the saying of the Boman populace, the steam came from 
the boiling water in the Sardinian kettle. As for the art- 
work achieved by Severn between 1860 and 1879, there is 
not much to be said. It is not equal to that of an earlier 
and, artistically, more fortunate period, though the ' Mar- 
riage of Cana ' and other ambitious undertakings prove 
that, for all his advanced age and manifold avocations, his 
real vocation afforded him occupation to the end. Among 
his latest pictures was a portrait of himself at the age of 
eighty-two, in his consular uniform, and with the decora- 
tion of the Order of the Crown of Italy, which had been 
presented to him by King Victor Emmanuel in recognition 
of his many and valuable services to individual Italians 
and to Italy and the Italian cause. Yet two years later 
the veteran artist is still at his easel. He finishes his 
^Isabella and the Pot of Basil,' and begins a small 
portrait of Keats for General Sir Vincent Eyre. In these 
latter days his thoughts and ideas are all animated by the 
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memory of hia " dear and illustrious friend, so long while 
dead and yet so gloriously living." He is deeply touched 
and pleased when Mr. Buxton Forman sends him his 
Tolume uf Keats's Letters to Miss Brawne, with its dedication 
to himself. The latest entry but two in the last of his 
long series of Diaries, is a record of his having just pro- 
jected " a new Keats picture " ; but it was never began, for 
a few weeks later he was at rest from his labour in that 
sacred Boman dust where his heart already lay. 

It was, from the first, an eventful period, and Serem was 
go busily occupied with matters of consular, uiban, and 
Bational interest that weeks and sometimes months would 
pass without his putting brush to canvas. In his capacity 
as acting " Sardinian " consul also he had his hands full, 
and the early record of his ofhcial duties again aud again 
sets forth his eEToits on behalf of imprisoned or detained 
Italian workmen, and against all manner of high-handed 
and unscrupulous de^inga on the part of the Papal Guvem- 
ment. In the second year of his consulship he had become 
so accustomed to stirring times that he took everything 
that came much as he did sudden changes in the weather, 
and was eqiniUy ready to do anything or nothing as the 
circumstances might demand, whether it was the case of a 
fair countess who applied to him officially for funds to 
enable her to elope with an impecunious cavalier, mmoor 
of collision between the French and Papal troops in the 
Fomm during the Carnival, or reports of Garibaldi's 
" malignant activity " in the South, and of the corresponding 
ferment among the Boman populace. Nor was his position 
a pleasant one, for the Papal Government and party were 
incensed against Great Britain. All "liberal" officials 
were ordered to quit Bome. English residents became 
more and more uneasy, and when at last an English priest 
was attacked in the streets, many of them broke up their 
homes and left the city, Bome became a hotbed of evil 
passions. Just as Victor Emmanuel was said to be ap- 
proaching from the North, and Garibaldi from the South, 
when the French troops were being moved backward 
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and forward like chessmen, and British warships had 
anchored off Civita Vecchia, when in Rome itself there was 
a medley of crime, disorder, panic, defiant fury, sullenness, 
and general anticipation of vital change, when even a 
suburban train was attacked and pillaged by brigands, and 
when in the Holy City one hundred and seventeen murders 
or attempted murders were committed within three months, 
at this time the Pope elected to canonize twenty-one more 
saints. As Severn aptly remarks, if His Holiness had 
given orders for the construction of twenty-one more trains^ 
or for the execution of twenty-one notorious assassins, or 
for the release of twenty-one unjustly imprisoned citizens, 
or even for the banishment of twenty-one mischief-pan- 
dering Princes of the Church, his action would have b^ea 
more to the point and been infinitely more appreciated. 
Yet throughout the eventful years when the Papal Tem- 
poral Power tottered to or rather in its grave, and ere 
Victor Emmanuel entered Rome as King of United Italy, 
as well as in the troublous years that followed, Severn was 
a kind of Prince in the foreign society of Rome. He went 
to and fro, always serene, always affable, invariably quick 
to see the best side of every question, to mediate between 
bitter opponents and in bristling disputes. When, under his 
windows, a turbulent section of the populace was jeering at 
the Papal troops and crying out Viva il Re! or Viva 
OarAaldi ! he was sitting composedly at his easel painting 
his * Marriage of Cana ' ; when the Romans were wild over 
the previous night's batch of murders, or the stoppage of a 
train by brigands just outside the walls, be was organizing 
parties to entertain Shelley's son and Lady Shelley, 
Madame Keats de Llanos, or other friends, or writing his 
reminiscences of his early days, or even venturing into the 
hill country to visit Frederick Overbeck at Rocca di Papa. 
Now and again even his equanimity was upset, as in the 
eventful year of 1870, which saw the burial of the Temporal 
Power, the advent of Italy among the Great Powers, the 
Declaration of War between France and Prussia, and, in 
July, the Promulgation of the Infallibility of the Pope, 
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Severn's concise L-omment ia, " The world is going mad, and 
all the dreums of civilisation are at an end." The fall of 
the Temporal Power was a shock to him ; he was astounded 
by the Decree of Infallibility ; but he was ' paralysed ' by 
the rumour that a lady had been appointed to the Chair 
of Literature at Bologna. 

His consulship came to an end in 1872, bat be was 
not left without permanent recognition of his serrioes, 
though the jiension of £80 granted to him was a meagre 
one. A few weeks later, however, he learned that he was 
granted a further pension of £60 out of the Civil Fond. 

In 1874 he hoped to gain recognition from the Itsliaa 
Govemment of his scheme for uniting the ItfediterraneaQ 
and Adriatic by means of a caual from Oatia to Pescara, bat 
hifl project was looked upon askance, though commended 
in theory. Four years later Victor Emmanuel died, and, 
shortly after. Pope Pins IX. " Another tired old man will 
follow them soon," wrote Severn. 



There is a pathetic entry in the Diary wherein Severn 
records the passing of his eighty-third birthday. The pathos 
of the words is the more direct because of their simplicity 
and isolation. His sole comment is, " I begin to feel the 
loneliness of having lived too long." 

He had lived a life singularly full of interest, and with 
much of pleasure and charm. Perhaps his chief good- 
fortune was his buoyant and happy temperament — a tem- 
perament which enabled him to declare again and again 
throaghout each decade in his long life, that such and such 
a day, that this or that experience, was the happiest he had 
ever known. He was one of those natures into whose 
heart and mind a ray of sunshine entered at birth and never 
vanished. 

"But there is nothing," writes Mr. Ruskin, nTier liia account of his vidt 
tc Rome, aod a Iribule to ihe other friend, Mr. Geoi^e Richmond, R.A., who 
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helped to make his stay so pleasant ; " but there is nothing in any circle 
that ever I saw or heard of, like what Mr. Joseph Severn then was in Rome. 
He understood everybody, native and foreign, civil and ecclesiastic, in what 
was nicest in them, and never^saw anything else than the nicest ; or saw 
what other people got angry about as only a humorous part of the 
nature of things. It was the nature of things that the Pope should be at 
St. Peter's, and the beggars on the Pincian steps. He forgave the Pope 
his papAcy, reverenced the beggar's beard, and felt that alike the steps 
of the Pincian, and the Aracoeli, and the Lateran, and the Capitol, led to 
heaven, and everybody was going up somehow; and might be happy 
where they were in the meantime. Lightly sagacious, lovingly humor- 
ous, daintily sentimental, he was in council with the Cardinals to-day, 
and at picnic in the Campagna with the brightest English belles to- 
morrow ; and caught the hearts of all in the golden net of his good will 
and good understandiog, as if life were but for him the rippling chant of 

his favourite song, — 

* OentCf e qui V uccdlatore,* " 



•o> 



Severn enjoyed an exceptionally wide acquaintanceship ; 
and one of the best tests of his worth is the unanimity of 
the high opinion of him held by all with whom he came in 
contact. It is no small thing to have won so much friend- 
ship, such high esteem. Yet below all is his supreme claim 
to remembrance. Neither the patronage of the great, the 
friendship of the most potent statesman of modern times, 
nor the panegyric of the most eloquent of all contemporary 
writers, could do for the memory of Joseph Severn what has 
been accomplished once and for all by his loving service 
and unswerving loyalty to Keats. It is one of the most 
beautiful episodes in literary history, and doubtless there 
are some who have won the crown of laurel who would barter 
their fame for such a consecration in the minds of men. 

It was a long life, and well spent in the main. On his 
death-bed Keats bequeathed to Severn all the joy and 
prosperity which ought to have been his but never could be ; 
and it seems to one, looking over the record of these busy 
and varied five-score years and more since the beloved 
friend was laid below the violets he loved so well, that the 
destinies which sometimes seem controllable by human will 
had hearkened to the solemn bequest of the dying poet. 

After the entry in the Diaries, quoted above — that telling 
how, a few weeks before his death in his eighty-sixth year, 



ho projected a new Eeats pichire — there are but three otiur 
entries. One is under tht date 15th May, and cunsistaof 
a stanza from a religious {K>em. The others were written on 
the Ist and 7th of June, merely to say that the writer a 
weaker. " Fine weather at last " are the latest written words 
of one wlipse life's weather was fine ihroughont its long 
range from danii to set. 

He died quietly, and as if pleasantly tired, on Sunday, 
the 3rd of August, 1879. One of the latest words on his 
lips was "Keats,' for to the last he was preoecnpied with 
thoughts of the new picture he wished to paint, * Ke«ts 
lying calm in death, and a beautiful spirit bending over 
him.' 

It was a pleasure to him to think, in what he knew to be 
his fatal weakness, that he would be buried near the two 
poets whose genius be so revered, and with whose graves, m 
he said once, be was more familiar than witlk any mortal 
habitation. Fortunately, he was unaware of, or had forgottun, 
a recent Koman law which necessitated the interment of 
i^itestant foreigners elseB-here than in the Cimeterio dt 
Monte Teataeeio* But though buried in the newer cemetery* 
his body was removed thenci' two yciirs liitLT. .iiid laid 
beside that of his friend. Lord Houghton, the Archbishop of 
Dublin, and other influential friends did their utmost to 
bring this about, and to raise a suitable commemorative 
atone over the new grave. The consent of the Boman 
Government was obtained for the first ; for the second, there 
was uo difBculty as to funds the moment the rumour of the 
project reached England and jVmerica: so little that there 
was no real need of the circulars which were i88ued.t Lord 

* Commonly and mistakenly spuken of as tlie oW Proteslant cemetery, 
and, still more mietakeDly, us the English cemetery. It is a cosiuopolitaD 
bn rial-ground, and the En^clish dead are only a proportiua among the 
American, German, Bcaodiuavian, French, Dutch, Spaaiah, Roesian, 
and even Asiatic. Theie are probably as niany Germans buried here 
as there are English ; officially too, it is nniler the chaise of the German 
embassy. 

t It was well, however, to draw attention to the iact that Severn had 
other claims to remembrance ; — " But Joseph Severn, bebides being the 
' friend ol' Keats,' has additional claims to be remembered with honour in 
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HoughtODy who had already expressed a wish that Seyem 
should be buried on one side of Keats, and he, in due time, 
on the other, so that the jfoet should lie '^ between his 
friend and biographer/' was to come from Athens to conduct 
the ceremoniaL Sudden illness prevented his arrival in 
time, and his place was taken by Mr. T. Adolphus Trollope, 
who, on the forenoon of a day early in March, spoke a few 
appropriate words to the large number of Severn's friends 
and Keats's admirers which had assembled, notwithstanding 
dull and threatening weather. There was none present who 
did not realise that poetic justice was fulfilled. Keats and 
Shelley lay but a brief space apart from each other ; beside 
the elder poet, his friend Trelawny, beside the younger, 
Joseph Severn. 

This beautiful graveyard near the ancient Ostian Gate was 
ever a spot wherein Severn loved to wander and meditate. 
Strangely enough, except at the last, he does not seem to 
have felt assured that in death as in life his fortune would 
be consistent, and that his dust would mingle with that of 
his friend. 

" Sow and plant twice as much ; extend the poet's do- 
main ; for, as it was so scanty^during his short life, surely it 
ought to be yielded to him twofold in his grave." So he 
had said to the custodian of the cemetery of Monte Testaccio 
when, on his return from his long absence from Bome, he 
learned how constantly the violets were plucked from off 
Keats's grave. To Joseph Severn himself a fortunate destiny 
has yielded twofold. 

It would be unnecessary to give all the proposals as to 
the inscription to be made on Severn's tomb, offered by 
eminent men and women of letters. It will suffice to select 



the city which was bis home during half a century. In his consular 
capacity (and till 1870 he was also deputy Sardinian Consul^ be earned 
the lasting gratitude of many who benei^ted by his large-hearted and 
never-fjedling benevolence ; including many Italian political prisoners and 
exiles whose restoration to the joys of Uberty and of family life ho was 
mainly instrumental in procuriue during the late Pontificate ; for which 
important services be received the well-earned distinction of ' Officer of 
the Order of the Crown of Italy ' from King Victor Emmanuel." 



one or two from tlic most distiuguishetl. That from Lord 
Houghton may be given first, as tlie one tinally adoptetl 
and now cut in the stone. '■ To tlie memory of Joseph 
SeYem, Devoted Friend and Deathbed Companion of John 
Keats, whom he lived to see numbered among the Immortal 
Poeta of England. An Artist eminent for his Representa- 
tions of Italian Life and Nature. British Consul at Borne 
from 1861 to 1872 : And Officer of the Crown of Italy, In 
recognition of his aervicea to Freedom and Humanity." 
At first Lord Houghton thought the inscription should be 
in Latin. He wrot« : " I have a notion that the inscription 
should be in Latin. If you think so too, I should get it 
composed by a competent hand; if you prefer English, I 
will try my own." In a note, dated 1st of November, 1881, 
the Poetrl^ureate suggested " To the Memory of Joseph 
Severn, the Devoted Friend of John Keats, by whose death- 
bed he wat^-hed and whose name he lived to see inscribed 
among those of the Immortal Poets of England " {" and the 
rest aa Lord Houghton's "). Dante Gabriel Kossetti thought 
that nothing could be more appropriate than Severn's own 
pathetic words telling of his ministration to Eeats (beginning 
"Poor Keats has mef.'ver by hyu "). In liis letter he objects 
to the phrase in Mr. Walter Severn's suggestion, " In their 
death they were not divided," " Excuse my saying that 
the suggestion of the words ' In their death they were not 
divided,' must seem highly inappropriate to any one who 
recollects the original application of the phrase, viz., to Saul 
and Jonathan, who died on the same battlefield ; whereas 
nearly sixty years elapsed between Keats's death and your 
father's." • Mr, Palgrave, not the least of whose several 

* The following aole from Archbishop Trench to Mr, Walter Severn 
indic&tea an omissioD — not "everything else "—in Gabriel Bossetti's pro- 
poul;hut it is more wortliy of quotation because of its protest against what 
aomnny must have felt the iotolerable iocvngruity of llieacroatical epitaph 
byOenertil Sir Tincent Eyre which, with the accomponyiDgandalt^^ther 
unneccssaiy carved laurel wreath on the medallion let iut« the right nde 
of the doorway to the cemetery, obtruaively aflroDta the viator to the 
newer of the two old Aliens' cemeteries — for two they are. (That where 
Shelley lies waa made in 1765 : thai where Keats, Severn, AngUi>tDS W. 
Hare, and others are buried, was opened in l)j22. Henceforth there 
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claims to high consideration is his scholarly and in 
«very way delightful edition of Keats's poetry, proposed 
simply "To the Memory of Joseph Severn, the Friend 
of John Keats, By whose death-bed he sate, comforting, 
and by whom, long since remembered high among the 
Poets of England, Friend by Friend, he is now laid in 
death." 

It is strange that to no one seems to have occurred 
the memorable phrase in Shelley's dedicatory preface 
to the * Adonais ' : " May the unextinguished Spirit of 
his illustrious friend , . • . plead against Oblivion for 
his name." 

Finally, in this connection may be quoted a letter from a 
relative of Mrs. Lindon ("Fanny Brawne "). Not only did 
Miss Brawne long outlive Eeats,. but she survived till late 
in the century; and, by a singular chance, this relative 
ministered to Joseph Severn in his old age. The following 



will not be allowed any burials within a mile of inhabited dwellings; 
And the Roman municipality has decided that all interments will take 
place in the Campo Verano, a Roman graveyard over a hundred years old.) 

• 

" July 29, 1881. 
** Dbab Mb. Severn, — 

^ As you ask from me an opinion on the suggested epitaph, 1 will 
not refuse to give it, though I should certainly not have volunteered it 
unasked. 

''Your father was himself a distinguished artist. He had too, in 
difficult times of Italy, plaved his part there so well as to receive honour- 
able recognition of his work. No doubt he counted it a rare felicity of 
his life ^t he was able to minister to those last painful months of poor 
Keats's life. This will endear him much to those to whom Eeats is 
dear — but this is very far from being the sole ground why he ought to 
be had in remembrance. My objection to Dante Rossetti's proposed 
epitaph is that it ignores everything else, and in this way is unjust to 
your father's memory. 

'*Sir Vincent Eyre's acrostic is so thoroughly artificial, and qu& 
acrostic so thoroughly out of its place, that I have, I must confess, a strong 
anticipatory misgiving as to any epitaph which should be the work of the 
same hand — but this observation is entirely for yourself. I am strong to 
believe that in the ioscription which you have yourself prepared will be 
found what will best become the place and the occasion — and I would 
earnestly advise not to seek abroad what you will best find at home. I 
am ever, 

•' Very faithfully yours, 

'* R. C. DlTBLTN." 
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letter explains itself: " I seo by the Italia that yoa have 
arrived in Rome, with your lather's old friend. Lord 
Houghton " (this was a premature annouucemcnt ua the 
part of the Itaiia) " for the touchiug ceremony of placing 
your father's remains near the friend of bis youth, as he, tot^ 
had always expressed the wish for, as well as being sui^ 
pounded with violets, a flower and perfume he delighted in. 
They and the rose were his favourite flowers, and often and 
often I have taken them to him when he was no longer able 
to go out and see them blooming in the gardens. . . I have 
ordered my clerk, Signor Fromminghi, to be the bearer of 
this note and to receive your wishes respecting the ' Soureniia 
de Famille,' which 8ignorinu Margherita, Dr. Valerianic 
sister, begged to give up to the different members of my 
kind old friend's family. . . . One of my flrst thoughts on 
returning home will he to place a wreath of violets on your 
dear father's new resting-place." 

When the uoms of Joseph Severn's death spread abroad 
there was a wide and earnest expression of the general 
Bontitnent with which ho was regarded. To many it came 
As a startling surprise that the deceased artbt and ex -Consul, 
who died su lulc in liio (■(■iitury as 187t', had been the 
comrade of Keats. To the younger generation Keata seemed 
to have so long " dwelt in the abode where the Eternal are," 
that it was difficult at once to grasp the fact that his intimate 
friend had lived to a period when the personal tradition of 
' Adonais,' and Shelley, and Coleridge, of Byron, and even 
Sir Walter Scott, had almost ceased to exist. 

Soon after his return to Rome in 1861, forty years after 
Eeats's death, he wrote : " I am now engaged on a picture of 
the poet's grave, and am treating it with all the piotnresqne 
advantages which the antique locality gives me, as well os- 
the elevated associations which this poetic shrine inspires. 
The classic story of Endymiun being the subject of Eeats's 
principal poem, I have introduced a young Komon shepherd 
sleeping against the headstone, with his flock about him, 
whilst the moon from behind the pyramid illuminates hia 
figure aud serves to realise Keats's favourite theme in the 
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presence of his grave. This incident is not fanciful, but is 
-what I actually saw- on an autumn evening at Monte 
Testaccio the year following the poet's death." 

There, sixty-one years after the death of the friend with 
whom his name is immortally associated, he, too, was laid to 
rest. Side by side they lie in that sunlit grassy spot, 
darkened but once daily by the moving shadow of the 
pyramid of Cains Cestius. 
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I. 

Appendix to Chapter VII. 

( Vide p, 159, et seq.) 

** Within this first year of my marriage a most agitating and ferocious 
perseoution was got up against me through the agency of a man who was 
husband to my servant Teresa. She had been with me six years, and as 
my house was the large upper story of a surpressed monastery (in the 
YiQolo del Maroniti) I allowed her to live with her husband and baby in 
my house. Her services were good, as she had been cook in a convent ; 
a matter of importauce to me, as my health had long been so delicate 
that the ordinary Italian cookery did not suit me. But on my marriage 
I was guilty of sad want of foresight in keeping on this said Teresa and 
her husband, for in a short time their conduct became so bad and dis- 
honest that I was obliged to turn them away. I had scarcely done so, 
when lol a law document was sent to me from the man, Giovanni 
Bartolomei, demanding seven years* wages on the preposterous plea of his 
having been my servant during that period. This he never was at any 
time, unless occasionally helping his wife constituted service. I had 
recommended him to all my friends, and he was commonly employed as a 
porter. This false and ungrateful charge was sustained by a large com- 
pany of witnesses I Some of these perjurers declared that when making a 
door for me they had heard me undertake to give this man six crowns a 
month, and they even presumed to verify this by affirming that this 
happened on the 1st October, 1823. On looking over my papers I found 
that at the time they deposed to my making this agreement in Rome, I 
was at Venice with Charles Brown, and deeply occupied, and uninter- 
ruptedly resident there during my sojourn! To substantiate this I 
produced my passport for the occasion, which I had preserved, and also 
to prove their testimony doubly false I was able to show the lease of the 
altogether different tenancy which at that time I held: that is, while 
according to their deposition, they overheard me at my house in Yicolo 
dei Maroniti, I was really the tenant of the house in the Via S. Isidore, 
more than a mile from the house these false witnesses had supposed me 
occupying when they made their rash statement I Having thus by the 
production of these documents so completely established an alibi, and 
disproved the perjurers, the judge. Signer Manari, requested a private 
interview with me. He received me with assumed kindness and open- 
ness, shaking hands with me in what I thought a queer ambiguous 
manner. He addressed me in very bad English, upon which, perceiving 
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put ftHV&rd an entire 
correct Uieir former e 
Bnear to it. Then at 
the Terdict agaioat n 



I did not imderBtand a word, ho went on with his ex|ilaiiatioa ia Italian. 
The burden of this was, ' that the whole aSeir of Bartolomei was notiuog 
less than a conspiracy ftgainst me, and that he should forthwith gire the 
Hotence in my favour.' Of oouiBe I was not a little Burprifed at this 
unexpected honour of brinj; eo markedly &voured hj the judge, and on 
hia own eolicilation. I then left, and though vaguely surpriseil »t tte 
expresaion on the judge's face, I was about to conclude that I had berai 
grossly [prejudiced against Itoiuan justice, when lo! and behold, I shortly 
received the oatounding notice that the some judge, the moment I had 
turned ray bock, jrronouneni the tenitaix against me i But ibe espluta- 
tiou is more astounding than the fact. It ia as follows : Signor Manati 
on shaking hands with me (which I thought odd both as to the act and 
in the manner) eipeclrd lo find a hribt. His hand was of conne in- 
-voluDlarily shaped for the occasion, and not finding a bribe from me he 
felt that in the oatiite and business of Roman justice he must have one 
le recalled the other party, instructed them to 
iw evidence (dating it a year later, so as to 
r in time and place !) and then obliged tbem to 
ce, without hearing my second defence, be gave 
V, and sentenced me to fay 428 crowns (about £100) 
and all costs. I confess I was completely overcome for the moment at 
this base way of Ibo judge entrapping me ; for much as I had been 
Enrpriied at his b^ging the interview, and never having even dreamed it 
vae to the end that I might bribe bim, yet I did not suppose such a 
conupt tribunal existed in Europe or podKibly oould exist. I should 
mention that all the evidence wu writt^ and all got up by the lawyers, 
the witneHses having nothing to do but to Bwoar to it, which on every 
occasion ihey did without a demur. Finding myself in this dilemma and 
in a fureigu country, and rather than be robbed by such a judge and such 
a set of vagabonds, I determined to make a stand, for 1 happened to have 
the sum in quustion at liberty, and tiiat gave me more nerve to hold out. 
Having, moTfovcr, along with ample leisure, plenty of [latieace and a 
calm temperament, I got in order most formidable opposiUOQ, which, if 
it did not defrat (notiing could evej defeat such infamy but auaiiiila- 
tdon of the whole Papal govetoment), certainly suspended the sentence, 
and enabled me to appear not only as a martyr to Roman justice, but 
also as the advocate of an entire new judicial system. To this end I 
presented myself to the newly-made English Prince of the Church, 
Cardinal Weld ; of whose uprightness and goodness I had heard some- 
thing from everyone. As I was indirectly known to His Eminence by 
my intimacy with several Catholics at the English College, and more parti- 
cularly with Lord and X^y of Wardour {tic), be received me very kindly 
and even graciously. Without hesitation, though with evident pain, ha 
lisl«ned to ray account of the unjust conspiracy and triaL He took up 
my cause, siippo.--ing with me that hia dignity and rank as a Soman 
Prince would enable him to get me justice, for I did not want fovour. 
But this proved aa unfounded surmise. Of such an inveterate natore 
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was the flood of Roman iniquity, and so completely bad it grown np into 
'a wrong right' that not even the English Cardinal could stem the 
d^rading tide of imiversal corruption among the Papal officials. 

"The first step taken in my favour through the Cardinal was the 
granting to me of the right of appeal, and to take the cause into a new 
court. The new judge, however, soon made it known that he would do 
nothing but confirm the sentence. Fortunately by this time the whole 
affair had been noised about, and the Roman people were enchanted that 
such a case had befallen an Englishman, as their vile tribunals would be 
thus shown up to the world, and possibly reform be brought about owing 
to pressure from without. Cardinal Weld was greatly puzzled and even 
afflicted at the sad iniquity of things, and perhaps at the consequent 
exposure, for by this time the matter was in every one*s mouth, the 
subject at every conversazione and at every csXL The Cardinal then 
introduced me and my cause to the powerful Cardinal Odeschalchi, and I 
was granted an interview in company with my Roman advocate. Some 
short time before, my countrymen had kindly offered to subscribe the 
whole sum and present it to me, as I had done a public good, and as they 
wished to have the case published in all the European papers. This 
offer I had declined, both because I could afford with so much entertain- 
ment to lose the money, and as I did not wish to place myself in personal 
danger; and also because I was most satisfied with the kindness and 
candour of Cardinal Weld. The result of the above interview was that 
the Cardinal Odeschalchi finished by advising me '* to accept the »ub§crip- 
tion money discreetly^ and when they came upon me for permimon to 
publish the case in the European newspapers, to pretend thai I had never 
so understood it,* He advised me, in a word, ' to fill my purse with 
money, to get it honestly if I could, but at all events to get it.' I 
thanked His Eminence, but shook my head : and when I told Cardinal 
Weld the result he simply said quietly, * That would never do, for your 
countrymen would send you to Coventry.' 

" At this time Chevalier Bunsen, the Prussian Minister, as my friend, 
and Acton as Cardinal Weld's friend, came forward warmly to assist me. 
The first spoke directly to the Pope, and made His Holiness quite aware 
of the scandal it was to the Roman government at this (articular moment 
when reform was being talked oL The Pope thereupon offered to pay 
me back the whole sum, by that time amounting to more than £150. On 
refusal, through the Secretary of State, Monsignor Tosti, it was then 
arranged that I was to have a new and fair trial : and it was explained 
that the cause had been lost by my lawyer's mistake. When i/ar- 
tdomeis witnesses^ I was told, swore that I owed the money ^ I should^ 
instead (f proving that the man was not my servant, have sworn that I 
had paid the rrumey, and should have outnumbered the otfier side's 
witnesses in swearing to this. Tbe Po[je's own SecreUry of State actually 
wrote a letter to M. Eestner, Hanoverian Minister, expreMing this moat 
scandalous opinion ! It was at last arranged that my counsel was to 
prepare a new brief of the whole case, and that the judge was to wait 
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until a certain day, a ThurBday ereaiDg, I remeoiber. This engagpinciit 
wu made wUh CbcvaUer Buosen, M. Eestner, and alio Sir Btook Taylor, 
nbo had inoaDwhJle arrived in Borne on a mlesioD fmm the English 
OoTemmcDt to endeavour to bring about some refonn in the Roman 
Courts of Justice. Sir Brook Taylor, on finding this caM of mine m 
applicable to the bueiness oo bis hands, look it up witli much energy, 
'nieae gentlemen thought they bad amuged it all satisfactorily, and that 
it would be well got through, when, to the astonishment of all, on the 
Wedneaday (one day before the day agreed on) the judge, contnuj to 
his engagement so aerioualy made, pronoumxd the ttntenct againtt me and 
ordered imtnediale txecution /or the maney ! It was tlieo I had reoourx 
to HonsgntH' Acton, who was Supreme Judge. He desired me to defer 
paying ibo money, but to let the legai officials return and seiie nhatorer 
they liked — which they did, taking down my pictures and packing tbem 
up for sale. There nas one, ' The Sicilian Uariner'a HyiDn,' tbat I had 
just done for the Marqois of Korthampton, and the colours being still 
fresh I was fearful thnt it might receive some serious iojury, and ao I 
pretended it twionged to Cardinal Weld. It was not a little amusing to 
see how the fellows drew back lu sacred horror from touching it, when 
the Cardinal's naaie was mentioned. These pictures of mine baring beeo 
taken away, Monsignor ActoD requested I would nominally redeem them 
with something not liable to injury, and 1 did so with the gold medallion 
given by the Boyal Academy of London. Having done tliis, Monagnor 
Acton called before him all these hiae witne>«es, with Bartolomei at 
their head, and he got Ihem la confett that tha/ kneui qtiil« toeS Ikat J 
did nut Otoe the monty and that their h«ad man titu not ttiji tervant, and 
more, tliat I was an excellent person, hit Ihal th'y utre all poor men and 
4(i destrual lo gain ! Tlie Moiuignur uj>uu lLi6 askod them how much 
they would take, and in the end the original sum was brought down to 
half I So finished the illegal part of this affair, which, from first tc lut, 
dragged on through nearly three years, and coat me £95. At the end of 
all this turmoil I was glad to find myself, if a loser in some respects, in 
many other respects a great gainer, for I had not only won for myaelf the 
esteem and friendship of so many persons I looked up to, but alao I had 
many excellent commisaions given me, the principal one being from 
Cardinal Weld himself, who had seen my sketch of the ' BeveUtions ' 
enbject, and who ordered the large picture as he said, '(^ the patient 

" lliia scandaloua aSair was never thoroughly cleared up. No one 
could tell from what source the money came for Bartolomei's ability to 
austain his case, for money he had in plenty. Many of my friends sus- 
pected it came indirectly from my old enemy, and oertiunly I confess 
that I conld not guess who else could have cared to apend so much 
money upon me, or who had it to spend in such a way. I think, 
perhaps, tbat Cardinal Weld may have known the truth, but kindly 
concealed it from me." 
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II. 

Appendix to Page 168. 

** One of the pleasantest things I eyer had said to me, and said in the 
simplest and most unaffected manner, was the reply of Cardinal Weld on 
hearing the iniquitous decision of the Judge in my law-suit. The whole 
sum that I was calculated to lose by this sentence of priestly injustice 
was about £150 ; and as I had for some time determined to execute a 
large altar-piece from my Apocalypse sketch (twelfth chapter of Revdor 
iions) and trust to my good fortune for the sale of it, this monstrous 
sentence cut me off from all hope of doing such a work by depriving me 
of all the means I had in reserve for such an expensive enterprise. The 
Cardinal had seen the sketch several times and greatly admired it, and 
he had known my intention of doing it on the large scale, indeed of 
having actually begun it. 

" When I told him of the result of the trial and the simi that I should 
lose, and that the consequence would be that this altar-piece must fall to 
the ground, he said, ' no, the world cannot afford to lose that — ^you 
must do it for me ; ' and, taking my hand most kindly, he turned away 
his face, unable to conceal his emotion. This generous feeling towards 
me continued unabated to the moment of his death, although there were 
so many painful circumstances militating against his friendship towards 
me — for of the patronage of this liberal Prelate the extreme Papist party, 

with Monsignor at its head, had become jealous and even 

malicious. The English Catholics, not having on their side any Roman 
Catholic artist at Rome to compete with me, and as I resisted all their 
attempts at conversion, the bitterness inspired was most singular and 
revolting. It extended so far that at times Lord Clifford thought it his 
duty to tell me, and in every way to put me on my guard. During the 
lifetime of Cardinal Weld this was not of so much consequence, for I had 
not so many opportunities of observing it. 

** The Cardinal came frequently to see my progress in my work, and 
perhaps no picture was ever executed under more pheasant or even 
favourable circumstances. It was wholly my own invention and choice, 
and at the same time I had the delight of carrying out my conception 
with the added guidance of this generous and illustrious patron. I 
should here mention that His Eminence never once inquired what the 
price would be, or how long the work would take me to do. Once ha 
told me not to hurry it or inconvenience myself^ for he could sincerely 
assure me of the great pleasure it gave him to see me occupied on such a 
work. He always repeated to me the praises he beard from foreigners 
during the progress of my work. Personally he was very attentive to 
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me, and freqneDtly Invited me to dine with him, and, having ■ fine tute 
in muse, I often had the whole attention bestowed upon me — roi he 
perfonned on the PrencEi horo with great delicacy and eipRsaioD — and 
OQ erery ocouioQ after dinner he requeeted we to ptay an accomjiaDiiiiect 
to him OD the piano. This music after a while waB conaidered to be not 
quite in accordance with the dignity and gravity of his high pocitioD at 
a Dignitary of the Itoman Church, and His Eminence was invited to 
leAve off playing the French horn ; which, with charming gentlemanlike 
simplicity, he confessed to me. Before I knew him, and when Lady 
Clifibrd, hia daughter, was alive, Le wsi giiiity of the sad scandal of gMng 
about with her in hie carriage. Such a thing had never been seen bafam 
in the streets of Rome, and was soon stopped. No doubt it pleased and 
tranqoillised all the priestly party, up to the Pope himself, when it pleaatd 
Frovidence to take an'ay this ouly dear child on whom the CardiDal'* 
afTectiou was too much placed. Even the least rigorous coaaidercd t^e 
circumstance as unMMtnly. 

"My having such a patron and painting such a picture was the source 
of not only much happiness to me and my wife, but it also enabled me to 
do many essential nets oi charity to, and otherwise help my countrymen, 
particolarly young artista ; and the good Csj-diaal on all such cocasioiu 
was very encouraging to me, and assured me that I never gave him 
trouble. Although in it^lf so slight an incident, one of the mc«t 
memorable inslaoces for me was that of Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer.who, 
when at Rome in 1632, was compuaing and writing iiit novel of SUtm. 
He expressed Id me his great aurprise that he could not get a ' Qibboo' 
in Rome, and I confessed to him that I had one, bnt could not lend it to 
him, as I tad received it tlirougb the kiadness of Carditial Weld, and 
had promised that 1 would never lend it, as it was a prohibited book. 1 
confided the circumstances to tbe Cardinal, and, on my undertaking for 
myself and Sit E. Lytton Bulwer the utmoet discretion, he kindly gave 
me permission to lend tbe ' Gibbon ' to Sir Edward. 

"About this time an incident of a serious nature took place which I 
leally conjectured would at once deprive me of all the esteem and 
patronage of the Cardinal. On all occasions when a convert was on the 

carpet the priests of the English Collie, particularly Honsignor 

and Dr. B- , made it their object to call on me and tell me 

the fact, no doubt in the hope that 1 might be induced to follow the 
example set me, for at times there was a great dearth of respectable 
converts — indeed they were mostly of such ambiguous character 
that we were induced to call them 'convicts' instead of converts. 
But on the particular occasion I am leading up to, one of better 
sort as to his circumstances (for the others were mostly needy and 

did the thing for a certain pension) appeared. His name was D , 

and he was a Yorkshiremsn with two thousand a year. I had as 
a married man, been frequently warned against him, on account of 
his having introduced drunken and dissolute customers amongst my 
artist friends, such as were in every way undesirable, and in some 
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instances tended to nndermine promising artistic careers and good 
standing. This had been going on for more than a year. One day 

Doctor 6 called to tell me that Mr. D was abont to be baptised 

by Oardinal Weld, he having been for some weeks a convert. As I knew 
the man to be a great reprobate, I told the priestly Doctor that it gave 

me much pleasore, as Mr. D would now no doubt change his life in 

changing his religion, and that I had lamented the dissolnte ways he had 
introduced amongst my artist friends. He replied that ' On the contrary, 
he was changing his religion that he might g^t rid of his dissolute artist 
friends.' I was surprised at this slander, for I am sure a better set of 

men never existed than the English artists at Rome until this Mr. D 

appeared ; and I told Dr. B so, but he persisted in his fdse opinioo, 

which he well knew was false, as he had been long personally acquainted 
with most of the artists and could judge tot himselH But he was guU^ 

of the sad and singular mesuness of going straight to Mr. D and 

putting hit own words as it were in fny mouth, and UM him that I bad 

just said * that he (Mr. D ) was changing his religion that he mi^t 

be quit of his dissolute artist friends.' Mr. D , who in the midst of 

all his vices, was manly in his bearing, flew into a violent rage at this, 
and by the aid of a new English convert. Count Hawkis Le Once (ne\ 
sent me a challenge. Of course I appealed to Dr. B , who in the 
coolest manner persisted in his falsehood, and as there was no compelling 
testimony from, and no satisfiAction to be demanded of^ a priest, I was 
obliged to accept the challenge, which I did on the second day after 

seeing Dr. B . 

" All my friends knew and believed in my statement — indeed I was 
gratified at the way they all rallied round me and relied on me ; but yet 

it was my duty to render satisfaction to Mr. D for the injurious 

expressions I had been charged with uttering against him, and whidi, as 
I was in the toils of a priest, I had no way of disproving. Nearly a we^ 

passed without action on my part, till Mr. D indirectly made known 

to me that he would waylay me unless I gave him satis&ctioa. I was 
in seme danger, for he was a kind of bull of a man, and could easily have 
annihilated me ; so there was nothing but to try and match him with 

what little wit I might chance to have. Dr. B had pointedly denied 

that he had ever said ' that Mr. D ^'s motives were to get rid of his 

dissolute artist friends ' ; but on the fifth day I thoagfat of something 
that would make me a match for the priest snd the bulL I wrote the 
fdlowing note to Mr. D : 

•••Deab Sia,— 

^'I regret exceedingly that I should have been made the in- 
strument oi slandering you in assuming that your change of religioQ 
was to rid yourself of your dissolute artist friends, when I am now so 
thoroughly convinced that that is not the case, since Dr. B himself 

denies it and thus denies his own words— but I am willing to render yoa 
any and every satisfaction on my part, as I never believed the 
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"Tbu gave the higleat aatislikction to Mi. D , who wrote ma ax- 

prewiDg his th&nks fcrr m; ' magDAnimous gpacrtiuty.' Dr. B «w 

content to get out of tho scrape, tbougli bi Uut expetue of being ckikd • 
liar, which he could well afford as a priest. Every one of my friend* 

waa delighted. After this I discovered that Cardiaal h*l get 

hold of Mr. U for the puipoBe of marrying him to hia eist«r, Uis 

, aad to this end he was btptiaed and was to be created Dnka of 

Titerbo I The above affair and Dr. B 's duplicity opened the eyta at 

Hr. B , and he went giraight away &om all the objects of the Chnitb. 

Cardinal , being awani that Mr. D bad a kind of eenglto of 

Boman ladies, thought it would be a little awkward as regards the 
marriage of his Bister, so be delic&tely and indirectly proceeded to get tU 
the 'ladies* arrested and put into San Micbcle for the time being! The 

bnll at this went forth raving to the bouse of CardiDal and aocoMd 

the Cardinal and priests of being like himself in everything except in 
charity, and in fact behaved in ench a way that Lord Clifford had to call 
mil the men-servants to take him out of the house, whidi with great 
difficulty they did, and only with help of Cardinal Odeaohalchi's t^Yv\U 
to asaisl, who had been attracted downstairs by tbe roaring of the bull 
This affair did not surprise me, for I had observed at the mnsical partict 

of Caidinal , where Mr. D and Miss were often Mated 

together, that ho was not in any way a person for deoent sodety, hia 
conduct being somewhat simitar to what it must bave been inthecompany 
of hiE 'ladies.' 

" At this blow-up all Borne was in amnsernent, for Cardinal , Lord 

Clifford, the Pope, Sec, insisted on the English Consul, Hr. Fteeborn, at 

once making oat Ur. D 's passport. For sone very clever naaons 

tbe Consul declined, and such were the facts of the law that the Boman 

Catholic party could not legally send away Hr. D . He remained five 

weeks in Borne after this, and during his stay acted a mock mass and all 
kind of imtoeties as well as immoralities. He then departed for Leghorn, 
where he died of brandy, havii^ made a Proteatant will (tie). This sad 

affair, which must have (xxt Cardinal Weld much pain, and Cardinal 

intense chagrin, and in which I was a chief actor, threatened to cut me 

off from His Eminence, or at least such was my fear. But after Hr. D 

had gone, and it had all died away, I received an invitatitai to dine with 
Cardinal Weld. I was at first alarmed at aU the company talking of my 

' bull ' (they talked Italian), but when on the mention of Ur. D 's 

name tbe Cardinal's eye caught mine and I saw him smile, I was convinced 
by that smile he approved of my conduct. Still, as I had been all along 
shown up as a persecutor of converts, I thought it likely he would have to 

strike me off from the list of his friends. The oooduet of Cardinal 

waa very mean, for be sacrificed his dster's respectability, and made 
himself and het the derision of all tlie Italians and English then in Borne. 



I 
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This was one amongst many of the awkward scenes I had to enconnter 
and appear in (though none so bad as this), which my position as the 
protSgS of Cardinal Weld, placed me in. Bnt I could well afford to 
laugh at these minor incoDvenienceSy lor the Cardinal's kindness remained 
imimpaired until the moment of his death, and then I had to bear up 
against a load of malice and persecution in so many shapes and disguises 
that I was at times off my guard. One of the first charges was that I was 
cheating Cardinal Weld in getting an enormous price for my picture, on 
the ground of my pretending to him that I should become a convert; 
but I was able to make the proud answer, ' that not only was the price 
of the altar-peoe never asked, mentioned, or fixed, when the (ncture was 
commissioned; but also that the Cardinal had never on any occasion 
talked about omversion in any way.' In this I was borne out by Lord 
Clifford* Then the assumed actual sum was mentioned in the DMin 
Review^ which amazed me not a little, as no sum whatever at the time 
was stipulated or even mentioned. But the hardest blow at me was 
attempted by the Pope himself; for Cardinal Weld, hearing my jncture 
so well and so much complimented by foreigners, had thought of the plan 
of making it a public work, by presenting it the Pope to be placed in the 
Cathedral of *St Paul beyond the walls' then rebuilding, and on the 
part of His Holiness it was most graciously accepted (though without 
having been seen). The death of Cardinal Weld was doubly painful and 
terrible to me, for in addition to the losing of so dear a firiend I soon had 
cause to suspect that a conspiracy existed against me to prevent me from 
ever placing my picture in the church. How to defeat or counteract this 
taxed my imagination more than the invention of the picture. I had 
long suspected, and uxm foresaw, that a host of enemies were up in 

arms against me, with Cardinal at their bead; yet I could not 

conceive that they aimed at the exclusion of my altar-piece from the 
church the destination the late Cardinal had found for it, and one 
approved by His Holiness the Pope. Yet every kind of symptom pre- 
sented itself and I must indeed have been blind to all the priestly human 
nature not to have been at once aware of it. In quiet, or assumed quiet, 
uncertainty, and patience I went on enquiring from the various persons 
ocmcemed in the Cardinal's wiU, how and when and where I should be 
allowed to place my work in the church. Cardinal Acton took me on 
one occasion to select a place, and he may have been sincere and 
deceived by the many made-up appearances that so well deceived me. 
He was a very religious man in his own creed, and had the name of a 
great bigot, but I had received from him so much kind attention during 
my scandalous trial against my servant's fellow perjurers that I could not 
then, and do not now, think he was insincere. Tet our visit resulted 
in nothing final, and, if it was not all pretence, it was like it in its 
results. 

** Of coarse so important an object as my picture becoming a public 
work, the only one in Italy by an Englishman, was not to be upset or 
laid aside even for awhile on my part without my utmost effort. But 
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my oppouenta were mch woirea iii sheep's cloihuig that I had no counc 
but a creeping one, pretending only to receive itQpre^ooa, and leljing 
on tlie Basumed gunerocity flnriDg up about me. 

"The aaddeal and an;h««t of ray pereeculois was Baron Camiiiuctni, a 
famoua Roman painter, who pretended to admire my atiai^piecfi and to 
be my must useful friend. When the time arrived for my leaving Bame 
to educate my children in England, it was expedient that some nal 
etepa should be decided on. I viaiced the Baron for this pnrpote, and he 
volunteered his services to go the Pope on my behalf for the penutfldM 
to place my work in San Paolo F. H. He came to roe after the 
interview with His Holiness to aasorie me that he haid ntisfied th< 
Pope that my picture was in every way a work proper and suitable to 
a Catholic Cathedral, and that His Holiness hod expreased much kind 
feeling about il, and left the matter to Lbo Baron ta carry oat. Thii, 
as he had m much admired and praised the work, and often assured me 
that he had said the game to the Pope, ought !« have coDtented me, but 
it did not; for when the time came, he gave me for answer that the 
architects were out of Rome, aod that I must leave my picture in hi* 
friendly bands, and that he would regard it more and have tenderer care 
of it tlian his own works. 

" This wa« not buidness-like, aud I am sorry to aay that 1 even did not 
think it quite tme. 

"Al this time the German artiste, wbu were great admirers of my 
works, and most sincere and obliging friends, gave me a public diimer, 
at which was Signer Reinhardt, an aged artist in historical landscape, 
and one who was of inlereat to me as baring been die fiiend of Schiller. 
At the finisli of the <liunet ho BBked, with some formality, what was 
happening with my picture, and where it was ? I expired that nothing 
bad really been done, nor had I been able to decide on anything. Then 
aaid he, 'I make you a little old man's advice, based on fitly yew^ 
knowledge of Bome. Write to the Cardinal Toati, President of the 
Cathedral of St. Paul, and say in a few words as you can put it, ' Aat 
ttnZeu he can al onoe allow you to jUace your picture in Iha ehurth 
acoording to tht uiieha and the g\ft of Cardinal Wiid, you must at mut 
takt il viilh you io England at you art TttpousSAefor it* tt^tty' 

"This 1 saw at a glance was deep advice, and as soon as I retained 
home, wrote the letter in Italian and sent it without a moment's delay. 
In a short time I received a visit from the Marqnia Campona, who had 
been sent by Cardinal Tosti to conciliate me. Being a moat valued 
friend, he was well selected. He told me that the thing was all so well 
arranged, but that my rude epistle had spoilt ererything, and that I 
most at once write an apology to the Cardinal ToetL 

" 1 assured the Uarquis that there was nothing of which I coold be 
ashamed in my letter; on the contrary it waa the real truth, and 
expressed what I should really do, viz. — 'take my pictttrt aioay.' He 
was grieved, and begged me to write again, which, as I waa unable to do 
Tight away, I b^ged bim to show me in what tona and how I ahoold 
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write. He complied and wrote an answer, in most elegant Italian, hut 
saying nothing eondusive. So I assured him as an Englishman I could 
not send such a letter, indeed that I could not depart from what I 
had written at first. Realising this, and that I was determined, he 
kindly imdertook to go hack to the Cardinal and try and adjust the 
thing. 

" He returned and brought me an invitation to visit the Cardinal that 
evening at once, although it was ten o'clock. I was received with great 
politeness by His Eminence. He first enquired ' What could induce me 
to return to England after twenty years' residence at Home where I had so 
much distinguished mysell' I told Ihim it was the education of my four 
children. He [was surprised, and offered me the run of all the Roman 
Universities and his own powerful help ; but I assured him that that was 
not my object ; that I wished them to grow up English in mind and body, 
and have the advantages I had had. He then adverted to the picture, 
and begged me to leave it with Baron Cammucini, and that they would 
all have the greatest regard for it, and place it, and do all the fine 
things for it that I could possibly desire.' Now all this kind of thing I 
had heard over and over again ever since St. Paolo's had been consecrated 
anew, while my picture was still left out, or remembered only to be 
forgotten^ and I too well knew that the time was come to have a real 
business-like answer, and such an answer I was determined to have. 
Perhaps I saw some little misgivings in the Cardinal's handsome counte- 
nance that encouraged me in the idea that he was not altogether performing 
the awkward afifair quite to his own liking. So I at once told him that I 
could not conscientiously consent to such an arrangement ; that I must 
see the late Cardinal Weld's wishes truly and faithfully carried out, or 
take the picture at once to England; and that what made the thing 
imperative on my part was the expected arrival of Lord Clifford in Rome, 
who, as the Cardinal's son-in-law and executor, would be sadly disturbed 
at finding the late Cardinal's gift thrown on one side and treated with 
marked disrespect. 

** * Indeed,' I added, * that I could not believe His Holiness the Pope 
would allow such a thing, as he so greatly esteemed the memory of 
Cardinal Weld, and had so graciously accepted the gift of my picture, and 
that the Cardinal had often told me of his conversations with His Holiness, 
not only about the gift, but also about the' subject of the picture.' 
Cardinal Tosti was moved at this my appeal, and he said, ' Well, well, 
you can place it for the present in the Sacristy, and as to its final destination 
in the Church, that can be determined after the restorations in the church 
are completed.' 

" At this I was well content, and as my motto is ' to let well alone,' I 
thanked His Eminence and wished him good-night and returned home to 
sleep sound on my success. 

** Early in the morning, before mx o'clock, I received a visit from an 
architect of the church ; he had come to receive my orders about placing 
my picture in the Sacristy according to Cardinal Tosti's directions. ' But 



a clmnge had coid« e'er my dream.' I bad naked ap with & bold idc^ 
uid the &rchitocl^g vwit helped me. I uid that I had determined net to 
tp place my nrork in the Sactuty, as Cardinal Weld's otder tra« to place it 
ia the thureh, and to thia purpose I at once poiated out to him a fine arch 
in the church that would iiiit my picture in shape aud light. He b« 
nothing to prevent this place being that oocupied, and offered at oom 
to go back to the Cardinal 1o get his consent. The ardiitect aotiD 
Tetumed, and suipnsed me with the longed-for penulsuon, and the wbt>L« 
arraogement was made at once. Before ten la the morning I arrived with 
my pictura and its ponderous carved frame, and plenty of workmen to 
strain it and frame it at twelve, 1 had the high gratificaliOD not only o( 
■eeing it raised up to its capital place, fcr which in secret 1 had longed for 
three ycar^ but alw that the monks and priests of the church were moch 
struck with my work and comjilimented me upon it. Indeed, I well 
kttew that if I could once succeed in placing it, the rest would Ibllow. 
And now the rich colouring of my picture and its attempt to revive tii« 
fine old art, fascinated all the clergy present, end much as I knew they 
bad opposed it before tbey saw it, as a work of heresy and even bUi- 
phemy, so dow it seemed to accord with all thdr extreme theological 
theories wherein the earliest principle was triumphaut. Uy hapjunesi 
was complete — my lowk wn* tfftetivt and in ilt pltue, I left crowdl 
admiring it who had been attntct«d to the church by the astounding (tet 
that the picture by a heretic had for the first time been plu»d in s 
Catholic church, I hod soon percdved by their ctmuing looks and aga» 
that I was gaining more credit by having placed it than even having 
painted it, for I afterwards learned that the conspiracy E^nst my picture 
and myself was known to cvcrybo<iy, so that amongst the persons jiresenl 
(and there were many arUsta) not only had I sympathy at having 
overcome serious obstacles, but I had what was in the Italian eyes the 
greater glory of having defeated the priests, from Monsignor Wiseman 
downwards, and so, in some measure, having assisted the cause of Italy 
and the Italians. On my way home I met the Duchess of Cambridge on 
her way U> be assured of the fact, besides numbers of my friends, Germans 
as well as English. Tbey all congratulated me on the wonderful fact, 
which everyone said had appeared to them impossible to accomplish. 
When I got home an astounding instance of Baron Cammucini's perfidy 
awaited me. In accordance with my request of the day before, when be 
had assured me that he would do his utmost, even more than he oould do 
for his own work, if it was necessary that I should leave it to his care, he 
had now sent the Baroness to inform me that the architects of the church 
uiere all away from Borne, that my picture could not poasibly be put up, 
(n- even taken Ihert, and that I must leave it to his friendly care. My 
wife explained that I wat at thai moment ipith the ehie/ ArtAitect and hi* 
aititlantg placing it in the ehurth, and that the »aid Architect had been 
(unce with me that morning. The poor Baroness, finding herself the 
bearer of such a vile falsehood, was much overcome, and nearly fainted, 
and I was on my arrival not a little glad not to see her, or ever to see 
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Baron Gammucini again, for I should have lost all my patience with a 
man of such mean cunning. He wrote me a most complimentary letter 
on the occasion, in which he fought shy of his own failure and depravity, 
and assumed a total unconsciousness of it. What a degradation of human 
nature, for he was in an elevated position, and had failed, signally failed, 
in a meanly jealous endeavour to exclude my altar-piece from the 
Cathedral of St. Paul by hook or hy crook. When I arrived in London I 
heard all the details of this deep-laid conspiracy, which it was thought 
was certun to demolish me and my picture. Afterwards I heard from 
Rome that the Pope admired my work, and pronounced ' that the heretic 
Englishman had produced one of the finest Madonnas he had ever seen.' 
This high compliment I received through the Prince Santa Croce. 

*' As regards the future well-being of the picture I was aware that the 
arch whereon I had placed it was only temporally bricked up, and that in 
the course of time it would be opened to connect the transept with the 
nave, for the transept being finished these arches were closed to remain 
until the opening of the nave. This opening took place six years later, 
and then it was expedient to remove my picture to the sacristy, where it 
now remains, waiting, I believe, for a place in one of the chapels of the 
nave now in pro;^ess. 

" When I chance to meet Cardinal I fsmcy I see in his glance 

a touch of shame (but a very slight one) for having failed (for it is in the 
failure' {h<b sin is and not at all in the crime) in such a deep-laid plot. 
He was in London at the moment I placed my picture, and I have always 
regretted that I was so imfortunate as not to have had the first telling of 
news to him and to have seen his mortification. I hear often of mv 
picture from travellers, and that it is well preserved and greatly improved 
in tone and looks, and like a work of the fine old times in comparison to 
the other two in the church, the 'Assumption of the Madonna,' by 
Agrioola, and the 'Ck>nversion of Paul,' by Cammucini, both inferior 
works, and inferior even to the usual efforts of these two artists." 

(Written during the period of Severn's residence in London.) 
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Appendix to Chapter XIL 

A REMINISCENCE OF SEVERN. 

The following brief note, written by Professor Eric Robertson, about the 
period of Severn's interment beside Keats, is worthy of preservation as 
the record of a stranger who saw the old artist in his last days. It is in 
too subdued a tone to be a truthful portrait, but it is an interesting 
impression. 
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" It is not two years since Jusi'iib Severn, the friend of Keats, aliped 
away luneelessly &om the world. English viBttora id Bome, attending a 
concert at the SaU Dante, or buying printa at tlie Qovemmeat Stazopetia, 
or coating their luekpeimies into the Foontain of Trevi, were few of tbam 
awEire that within a BtoneVthniw could be found a man full of memoncs 
of B gT«at Engliafa classic, the Jonathan of a aweet-nnging David, who^ 
alas, never came to hie throne ! 

" Passing up the stairs of the Sala Dante, and traversing a dim carpet- 
less gallery, Severn's visitors sought a most unpretending door, bespeaking 
the intercession of a, sweet, faint little beil that in its onmnidly cliime 
seemed to strike the keynote of the abode, as one might say. When the 
inmate's faithful attendant had responded to this appeal, it wsi aecaanry 
to wait a few minutes while she ascertained whether Mr. Serem could 
receive. It always appeared to cost her master some reflection befure he 
could decide upon seeing anybody. As if by way of apology for this 
inevilAble delay, the lobby was converted into a kind of ante-room, llie 
walls of which were hung with a few Gne engravings. Sevam set greit 
store upon one of these, a unique and exquisite rendering of the well- 
known picture ive have been allowed until lately to call OuJdo's * Beatrice 

" The Btudio was sombre, and arranged with as little cooventiouality u 
tlie painter himself, ' everythiog about him brtokenin^ a careless denta- 
tion.* ' Desoktion ' is scarcely too strong a word to convey the impre^^oo 
given by the chamber and its tenant. Uedwelt enUrexy alone, apparently 
from choice, for ho had attached relatives and a large urde of wane 
frieDda in England, 

" The spectacle of this old and frail man, likely soon to drop into a 
foreigner's grave, would have l>flen sufficienily full of melancholy interest ; 
but when one remembered him to be a relic of a time long gone by, and 
heard him speak of nothing but a generation of dead men,<Hkehad a sense 
of 'death in life' that quickened the whole effect into one of real deeoU- 
tion. He knew little of the world as it existed around him : he lived in 
the fAst. He contd have shared the feeling of Lamb when he cried, 
'Hang posterity I 1 write for antiquity.' Severn in the last year of his 
life was still pointing portraits of Eeals, the beautiful boyish Eeats of his 
memory. He never tired of talking about his &iend. He would lay 
before you a volume of Shakespeare's poems, in the fly-leaf of which Keats 
had scribbled his 'Last Sonnet.' Then you would learn that as Eeats 
and Severn were one day lying under becalmed sails in the Channel, the 
poet grew quiet for a space, and by and by drew this volume from his 
pocket and wrote some verses in it, and handed the hook over to his 
companion. It is in this sonnet that these fine lines occur; — 

' And watching, with eternal lids apart. 
Like Nature's patient sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their prieatiike task 
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores.' 
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'* David Yedder has a curiously similar thought : — 

' The ocean heaves resistlessly, 
And pours his glistening treasures forth ; 
His waves — the priesthood of the sea — 
Kneel on the shell-gemmed earth, 
And there emit a hollow sound 
As if they murmured praise and prayer.* 

** From Eeats's works the discussion might pass to Keats*s person, and 
the painter would tell you he considered Lord Houghton entirely in error 
in writing of Eeats*s ' blue eyes.' If any man could talk with certainty of 
their colour he himself could, and he could affirm that they had no tinge 
of blue, but were a warm grey, almost brown. T)ius occurred a sort of 
Glaukopis- Athene dispute that Lord Houghton and Severn carried on in 
private letters, Lord Houghton to the last maintaining his description 
unmodified. The painter had not a very exalted opinion of Fanny 
Brawne, of whom he said the only true likeness was to be found in one of 
the two figures in Titian's ' Sacred and Profane Love.' The pictures in 
the studio, other than these portndts of Keats, had no great interest for the 
amateur. 

" One, of the ' Cana Marriage,' evinced a touch of genius in representing 
the transformed water poured from one pitcher at first transparent as 
crystal, but changing colour in its arc, like a rainbow, and descending red 
into the other pitcher. Severn was proud of this idea. But it was 
characteristic of the man that when he had painted in the miracle, with a 
few sketchy figures in the background, he abandoned the diesign for a new 
memory portrait of Keats at the age of eighteen. It would seem, indeed, 
as if his connection with the fetmous, unfortunate poet had cast a shadow 
over his life and caused his artistic vigour to droop. The world to him 
was but a world that had lost Keats. Rome itself, with its innumerable 
associations, was to him but the grave of Keats. 

* * « « « * 

" To the wall of the house in which Keats breathed his last at Rome 
there was recently attached a commemorative tablet. Severn was too 
frail to assist at the simple ceremonial of unveiling it. Who knows, but 
that a greater veil now drawn aside, the faithful friend may see of the 
man he loved something more than the empty name — ^may catch again 
his well-remembered tones ? " 

[e. s. b.] 

From the Dublin University Review, vol xcvi. 



Abbey, Mr,, 147 

Aclaod. Sir Thos. D., 210 

Acton, CardiDii, 292, 297 

* Adonaia,' by Percy B. Sbeiley, 115, 
117-22. 147, 213, 249, 250 

Ajtricola, Signor, 191 

Alfieri, poems by, G8 

AmpthiU, Lord, 214 

Anglesea, Maiquia of, 113 

Angelo, Michael, 138, 190, 222-4 

Aihburton, Lady, 210 

Atlantic MwtMy, The, Ke ' Lite- 
rary Work ' of J. Severn. 

Austria, Emperor of, 206 

AiagUo, the Marquis oi; 145, 146 

Bailet, Benjamin, 104 

Bartolomei, G., i:ay-2»2 
Baynes, Capt., 149, 164 
Beaumont, Sir Qearge, 105, 114 
Beaumont, Lady, 105 
Bedford, Duke oi; 146, 147, 152, 

153, 205 
Bel^aoS King of, ««« Leopold, 

Bemrdi, Cardinal, 271, 272 

Blake, William, 261 

Bond, William, 6-9, 22, 26, 106, 

109 
Brawne, Fanny, 38, 43, 44, 75, 70- 

80, 88, 98, 109, 119, 131, 160, 

272-4, 283 
Brawne, Mrs., 38, 43, 69, 75, 7G, 

84, 88-90, 98, IH 
Braye, BarouesB, 210 
Brocknuin, Leopold. 251 
Brown, Charles Armitage, 26, 28, 

35, 38, 39, 42, 44, 47, 52, 53, 65, 

62, 72-6, 86-8. 94, 9T, 98, 103, 

106-112, 127, 131, 132, 134-6, 



Brown, C. A, — cantiaiied. 

139, 142-4, 152, 156, 157, 159- 

66, no, 171, 174-6, 177-9, 183- 

8, 191-8, 356, 860, 262-5, 272, 

289; death ot 201 
Brown, Cbarlea, jun. (Carlioo), 161, 

191-3, 263 
Browning, Bobert, 262 
Brraot, 274 

Biilwer, Sir E. Lytton, 294 
Bunjen, B«n>D, 180, 214, 216, 217, 

291, 292 
Ban«OD, Barouess, 217 
Baonaparte, Princess, 62 
Borgcaa, Her., 123 
Bui^hersh, Urd, 158 
Bums, Robert, 30 
Butler, S., 173 
Byng, Ad:mtal, 155 
Byron, Lord. 30, 127, 129, 131, 135, 

136. 259, 264 
BjroD, George Gordon, 207, 208 

CA1.COTT, Ma. (R.A.), 138 

Cambridge, Duchess of, 300 

Cammuoini, Baron, 298-301 

Campana, Marquis, 298 

Campbell, Mr., 103, 104 

CanoTa, 50 

Carlino, tee Brown, Charles, jun. 

Chatterton, 30 

Clark, Dr. (Sir Andrew), 64, 65, 

67, 69, TO, 75-80, 83-85, 89, 

91-99, 102, 105-7, 110 
Clark, Mrs., 80, 102 
Clarke, Charles Cowden, 17, 110, 

194,196,255-9,271 
Clarke, Mary Cowdeo, 259, 260, 

274 



INDEX. 



305 



Colbome, Mr. Ridley, 172 

Colchester, Lord, 65 

Coleridge, Lord, 188 

Collins, Thos., 204 

Colvin, Sidney, 49 

Cook, Rev. W., 123 

Cook, Mr. (R.A.), 140 

Cooke, John G., 260, 264, 265 

Cornelius, 210 

CottereU, Miss, 53, 54, 59^ 60, 148, 

149 
CottereU, Georj^e, 60-3, 148, 149 
Crauford, Mr., 137, 144, 186 
Cuvier, 173 

Dallas, Mr., 175 

Dana, Richard H., 274 

Dante, 261, 268 

Defoe, 175, 252 

Denbigh, Lord, 265 

Dennis, Mr., 227 

Derby, Lord, 270 

Devonshire, Duke of, 169, 214 

Devonshire, Duchess of, 126 

Dilke, Chas. W., 55, 111, 112, 132, 
147, 160, 161, 183-7, 194-6, 
199, 200, 253 

Dilke, Mrs., 74, 98 

Domett, Alfred, 260, 262-4 

•Dublin University Review,' Ar- 
ticle on J. Severn, 301-3 

Eabtlake, Sib Charles, 103, 104, 
128, 133, 142, 150, 157, 171, 
172, 188, 189, 201, 202, 206, 
210, 267 

Edmonds, Judge, 261 

Eglington, Earl of, 169 

Elcho, Lord, 271 

Eldon, Lord, 116 

Elgin Marbles, Severn and the, 28, 
29, 32, 201 

EUiott, Mr., 210 

Elton, Lieut., 82, 96 

Emmanuel, King Victor, 146, 275- 
8 281 

Erskine, Mr., 147, 205 

• Essays' by Joseph Severn, 

* Nature's Law of Harmony in 

Colours,' 227 

* Light and Sound,' 227-230 
Ewing, Mr. Wm., 93, 95, 96, 102, 

103, 105, 108, 112, 129 
Eyre, Genl. Sir Vincent, 258, 275, 
282-3 



Fields, James T., 272-4 

Finch, Colonel, 118, 158 

Fitzwilliam, Earl, 99 

Flaxman, 261, 266 

Florence, Severn at, 137, 157 

Foote, Miss, 12, 14 

Forman, Mr. Buxton, 252, 256, 260, 

272 276 
Fox, Hon. H. E., 159, 167 
Freeborn, Mr., 123, 130, 158, 296 
Freeman, Edward, 1 
Fuseli, 22, 261, 266 

Gale, Mb. Fbedk., 218 

Gibson, John, 65, 149, 162, 166, 

172-3, 189, 266 
Girometti, Sign. G., 177, 263 
Gladstone, Wm. Ewart, 117, 121, 

148, 203-5, 210, 214, 216, 217, 

252, 254 
Goring, Mrs., 264 
Gott, Mr. (sculptor), 123, 124, 131, 

134, 135, 149 

Halliday, Mb. Walter, 188 

Hamilton, Mr. (Founder of the 
English Academy in Rome), 133 

Hare, Augustus W», 282 

Haslam, William, 12, 16, 25, 28, 
36, 37, 42, 47, 48, 50, 52, 71-73, 
88, 92, 93, 97, 98, 107, 160, 163, 
183, 186, 187, 196, 202-3 ; death 
of, 204-5 

Haslam, Mary, 205 

Haydn, 67, 139 

Haydon, Benjamin, 16, 28, 31, 33, 
34, 253, 254, 267 

Haymarket Theatre, 11-15 

Hazlitt, Wm., 149 

Hessey, Mr., 86, 90, 100 

Hilton, Mr. (R.A.), 65, 66, 101, 
106-7 

Holmes, Edward, 16, 88, 126, 129, 
194-6 

Home, Daniel, 260, 261 

Houghton, Lord(Monckton Milnes), 
96-7, 116, 126, 165, 174-5, 177, 
192-6, 199-200, 204, 208. 214, 
252-5, 263, 273, 280-4, 303 

Hoxton in 1793, 2 ; Severn at, 28 

Howard. Mr., 104 

Hunt, Leigh, 28, 33, 42, 86-7, 98, 
108, 111, 116, 122, 127, 129, 
132, 136, 142-164, 175, 192, 
194, 195, 297, 259 

* Hyperion,' Keats's, 40, 41 



^^^P 306 i!n}EX. ^W^^^^H 


^^H IBUBSIDEB, Hue, 261, 266, 26T 


Literary woA of Josepli Serera, 




221-247 


^^H JsrPBEf, LoBD, 196 


SeeaUo— 


^H 


'The Dead Hand' fromance). 


^^^H Ebah, Charles, 14 


212,237-247 


^^H Et:at8, George. 17-18, 21, 28, 30, 


• The Pale Bride ' (atory), 213. 


^^V 41, 42, 72-76, 69, 147, 159, 160, 


230-7 


■■ 105, 177. 183, 187, IHl, 194, 


*0n theFiciaritudes of Keab's 


Jtf 11*5, 255 


Fame '(article in 'The At- 


1 KeaU. JohD, 12, 16-17, J^. 91, 

-St 147 ; poem on Fingal's Cave, 36- 

V^l* 37; death ot, 92-98; will of, 

"y- 98-100; remicisoenwB of, 102- 

!> 114; and Shelley, 115-124; 


lantic Monthly-), 173, 213. 


222 


ImasrinaryletUireof J. &,223- 


227 


'The Lost Throne' (novel), 247 


K memoir of, 159-160, 178-9, 183, 


Litlcl, Miss, 1, 2 


Sy 192-7, 202-3. 208, 209, 248- 


Llaoos, Sefkm de (PaniiT Eeats) 


J^ 251, 279, 284-5, 302-^ 


(itealio Keats, Fanny), 196, 251- 


•i Keats, Faimr, 196, 199 ; m Llanos, 
tl* de 


254,277 


Longfellow, H. W., 274 


Eeste. Mrs., 5 


Longley, Major John. 265 


KealB, Tom, 37, 33 


Lovatti, CoimtesB, 222 


Keats, Fmaces, 252 


' Love's Triumvirate ' (The Pale 


/■ ^ Kemble, Charlea. 12, 14 


Bride), see Likrary Work (^ J. 


Kemble, John, 12. 14 


Setrm 


■ J KMtner, M., 291-2 




ri Kirkup, Mr. Seymour, 105, 123, 


MACKIKTOSH.J., 173 


142, 149, 15^ 161, 191, 256, 


Macli^, a, 189 


260, 262, 266-8 


Manari, Signer, 289, 290 




Manchester, Duke of, 169 


Laid, Csabi^, 31, 187, 195 


Jfariu Orowther, schooner, Toyago 


Uml), Sir Charles, 167, 210 


in. 50-t;2, 148 


\ ' Lamia,' by John Keats. 40 


Massimo ll-Aze;ilio, H5-6 


Landor, Waller Sftva^e. 152, 157, 


Matthew, 0., Felton, 192 


174, 222 


Medwin, Mrs., 161 


Landseer, Sir E., 22, 171 


Meyer, H., 2r.9 


> LanslowDe, Lord, 156, 183, 203 


Millais, Sir John, 264 


L'Arioda, Seven) at, 144-8 


Milnes, Monckton, n Hougblon, 


Lawrence, Sir ITiomaa, 48, 50, 65, 


Lord . "6 ". 


79, 91, 108, 113, 124, 132-3, 266 


MonsoQ, Lord, 210 


Ijeopold, Prince (aflerwards King 
of the Belgians), 138. 153 


Montgoraerie, General, 150 


, Miss E., >M Sow., 


Letters of Joseph Severn. See 


i/rs. Joseph 


BerardifCtadvaal; £rou>)), C.A.; 


Moore, Mr. Morris, 270-1 


Bmwnc, Mi)« and Mrs. ; Cooki, 


Morghcn, Baphael, 131 


J. G. ; Dilkt, C. W. ; Domett, 


Mote, Mr.. 2(>t 


A. ; Haalahs, Sir C. ; noughtan. 


MoKon, 187, 196 


Lord ; Eaaan, W. ; Bdma. E. : 


Murray, Lord. 131 


Hunt, L. ; EtaAt, John and 


Music. Severn's love o^ 138-140 


George; Kirkup, 8.; LaiBrtnet, 
Sit T. ; JtfM>«, M. ; dMin, Dr. ; 




Haples. 58-60. 62, 63, 128, 148 


Rutkin, John; ^>dley, P. B.; 


Newton, Sir Charles, 214, 218 


» Severn, Tom ; Taytor, J. ; TVe- 


New Zealand, C. Brown in, 197, 


Iairay,15S-9; WeatTnaMiU,\l.,&c. 


198 


Lindon, Mrs. ; see Srau,-ne, Mi«s 




Fanny 


Mfm..ia nf 1 R7 loij 


— — ■'— , iuarquisoi. adi, ^9— 


Lindsay, Lord, 210,211 


Northcote, Mr. (R.A.), 34 



INDEX. 



307 



Novello, Clara, 256 
, Edward, 258 

* Ode to a Niohtinoale,' by John 

Keats, 39 
Odeschalchi, Cardinal, 291 
Odysseus (Greek chief in the 

Morea), 265 
*0n Fingal's Cave,' Eeats's poem, 

35-37 
Opie, 266 

* Otho ' (tragedy), 164, 170 
Overbeck, 266-7, 271, 277 

Palgbavb, Mb,, 282-3 
Palmerston, Lord, 214, 217 
Parker, Admiral Sir William, 155 
Pictures painted by Joseph Severn, 
166-169, 210 
See alio — 
' Alexander the Great reading 
Homer,' 126, 128, 134 

* Ancient Mariner,' 188-9, 207 
« Ariel ' (sketch), 273 

« At the Grave of Keats,' 200 
' Christ entering Jerusalem,' 33 

* Death of Alcibiades,' 67, 101, 

103, 107, 113, 140 
' GK>dfrey and his army in sight 
of Jerusalem,' 182, 185, 186 

* Greek Hill-shepherds rescuing 

a lamb from an Eagle,' 126, 
134 

* Hermia and Helena,' 22, 23, 

34, 45, 46 

* Isabella,' 275 

* Italian Vintage,' 144-7 

* King Lear,' 144 

* Lear and Cordelia,' 152 

« Mother and ChUd,' 138, 140 
'Madonna della Sedia,' 137, 
144 

* Marriage of Cana,' 275, 277, 

303 
Miniatures, 24 ; of Keats, 45- 

47 
Portrait of Mr. Gladstone, 204 
Portrait of Lord Houghton, 

204 
' Quentin Durward,' scenes in, 

144 

* Rescue of Lorenzo di Medici 

from assassination,' 137-8, 
140 
*The Cave of Despair,' 23, 24, 
26,34 



Rctures — continued, 
« The Falconer,' 167 

* The Fountain,' 151 

*The Infant of the Apoca- 
lypse,' 168-9 

* Titania Sleeping,' 46 

* Warrior and Lady/ 156 
Pidgeon, Mrs., 54 

Pope Pius IX., 268-9, 278 
Purcell, 138-140 

Qum, Db., 215-6 

Ramsay, Mrs., 261 
Raphael, 212, 222, 270 
Rawlings, Mrs., see Mrs. Keats 
Redgrave, R., 189 
Hedington, Sir Thomas, 167 
Religious Art in England, Mr. 

Ruskin and, 210-212 
Rembrandt, 190 
Reinhardt, Signer, 298 
Reynolds, Sir Joshua, 8, 105, 106, 

114 
, John HamUton, 17, 28, 

30, 31, 33, 101, 109, 111, 194, 

196 
Richards, Mr., 74, 88, 111, 112, 

127, 129, 132, 186, 187 
Richards, Mrs., 88, 98 
Richmond, George (R.A.), 189-191, 

202, 205, 278 
Ridley, Sir M. W., 167 
Robertson, Prof., 301-3 
Rogers, Samuel, 114, 115, 203, 257 
Rome, Keats and Severn in, 64-71, 

103, 106, 125, 128, 149, 153-6, 

179-83, 275-9 ; and Appendix 
Rossetti, Dante G., 282, 283 
Royal Academy, 25-8, 34, 132, 133 
Ruskin, Mr., 148, 189, 202, 205-7, 

210-12, 217-9, 220, 221, 278, 279 
Russell, Mr. Odo (Lord Ampthill), 

214 222 
Russell, Lord John, 214, 216, 217 
Russell, Lord WiUiam, 105, 146, 

147 
Russia, Emperor of, 25, 169, 188 
Ruthven, Lord, 105 
Ruthven, Lady, 105 

St. Leonards, Lobd (Lord Chan- 
cellor), 116 
Scott, Sir Walter, 169, 173, 257 
Severn, Arthur, 174, 213, and Pre- 
face 



^ 



308 ISDEX. 


Severn, Charles. 2, 5, 39 


Taylor, John— oonttstwt 


Serem, Jaiucs, 1-4, 6, 7 


99-100, 106-112. 120, 131. 106, 


Severn, Mr«. Junes, 2, 40 


187, 194, 195, 209 


Severn, Joseph, birth and early 


Taylor, Sir Brook. 214, 292 


traiuing, 1-6 ; ftpprentice to an 


Tannvson, Lord, 282 


en^^aver, 6-11; narrow escape 


Tintoretto, 190 


from death at Haymarkel 


Tittan, 32, 190, 201, 228, 238 


Theatre, 11-15 ; and John and 


Tosti, Cardinal, 291, 293 


Geoi^e Keats, 16-101 ; gsins the 


Trelnmiy, Edgar, 264 


gold malal, 27; E«ats, ShvWey, 


, Sir John S^ 265 


and, 115-24 ; matriflge of, 156- 


, Edward, 122, 135, 136, 


8; and Keats ■ Menicdr, lTT-9, 


158, 158, 170, 171, 191, 195. 


192-200, 2i8-56i cholem in 


264, 265, 281 


Home, 179-83; death of bod. 


Trench. Archbishop, 282. 283 


185 ; last news of C. Brown, 197, 


■|r>llppe.T. Adolph>«,281 


198 i Consul years at Rome, 275- 


Turner. J. W., 152, 186. 266 


79 ; death of, 280-85 ; reminis- 




cencoa of, 301-3 ; t«e also, Eaaaya, 


UniNS, Tbomas, 148, 152, 2C& 


Letters, Rctures, Writiogs 




(HiBcellaneoua) 


Vasdtke, 8 


Severn, Mrs. Joseph, 160, 151, 


Vaugban, Sir E^ 210 


156-8, lei, 167,221 


Venice, Severn at, 128, 137, 138, 


Severn, Maria, 62, 71. 147, 218 


142, 190, 191 


Severn. Tom. 5, 51, 52, 128, 138- 


Vesuvius. Mount, 59 


40. 152, 153 


Victoria, Queen, 210, 215 


Sevmi, W^ler, 167, 213, 218-20, 




264, 265. 282; and Preface 


Wabdoub, Lord asd Liiir, Anra- 




del, 290 


117 


Warvrick, Lord and Lady, 200, 


ShBllejr, Maty, 203, 204 


210 


Shellev, Percy B., 33, 43, 63, 96 ; 


Weld, CdTdinal, 168, 169, 214, 


and' Keols, 115-24 ; E. Holmes 


290,301 


and. 126, 127; drowning oi. 


Wells, Charles, 24 


129, 130, 135, 250, 262-1 


West, B., 266 


Shelley.William, 121, 122 




Shelley, Lady, 27T 


123, 138, 141, 143. 149, 171, 173 


Siddons, Sarah, 11-13 


WestmorUnd, Counteas of, 105, 


Smith, Mr. Horace, 107, 158 


113, 126, 146. 150, 151, 157 


Speed, John Gilmer, 253, 254 


Whistler, Mr., 4 


Spenser's ' Fairie Quoene,' 22, 23 


Wilkie, 186 


Stephens, Miss, 12. 14 


WUIiams, CapUin, 129, 264 


Stothard, ThoB., 266 


Wiseman, Monaianor, 300 


Sullivan, Lieut., 60, 61 




Bykefl, Major Richani, 210 


194 •■•'■■ 


Sykea, Sir C. 123 


Wordsworth, the poet, 31, 33, 207 




WriliugB, miscellaneOQt, of Joseph 


Tap A BELLI, M., see Azcglio, Mar- 


Severn, we Lilorary Work. 


quis of 


Wyatt, Mr. (sculptor), 172, 189 


Taylor, Jeremy, 91 




, John, 53, 7 ., 79, 80. 86, 90, 


Yabbobocou, Lobd, 172 



if 



. * ■ ■ 

I ■ ' 



1 } 

t 



y \ 




This book should be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped befow. 

A fine is incurred by retaining it 
beyond the specified time, 

Please return promptly. 




